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THE NEXT MEDICAL MILESTONE...CONQUEST OF CANCER! 














In a few short years we’ve seen the discovery of 
antibiotics, new wonder drugs for tuberculosis, a vaccine 
for polio. We will see the conquest of cancer, too, 

if people want it badly enough. Last year the American 
Cancer Society was unable to fill requests for research 
funds totalling almost $3,000,000. The reason—not 
enough money. Did you give all you could? 


Will you give all you can? 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY 








GENTLEMEN: I want to help conquer Cancer. 
(C1 Please send me free information about 
Cancer. 


0 Enclosed is my contribution of $ to 


the Cancer Crusade. 





NAME 





ADDRESS. _ — 





CITY ZONE__.__._._ STATE Saas 


MAIL TO: Cancer, c/o your town’s Postmaster 
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MAKE *15°° A DAY AND MORE! 


Learn practical nursing at 
home in 12 short weeks 





A BiG STEADY INCOME 
IMMEDIATELY! 


THIS Is THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! 


YES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You can earn the 

t of everyone you know by helping those who urgently need 
_—_ aati — WHAT OUR GRADUATES SAY: 

ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of 





your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very “yr 
cases you want from the hundreds offered to you . . . work part or Ss an No Pe 

full time without interfering with your present home or social activi- Urg; Ca ¥ in t a Cez Ve, 

ties . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s offices, convalescent the o 1 Dep he Wat J@we) Ga 
homes, private duty. Specialize as you like . . . infant cases, hos- I Peo Spi ta) *tmen fi Ch fr, Ursa, 
pital nursing, or travel with your patient all over the world. Stat, ej Veq ~~On M or tie Tst Pa Mn ) 

IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as —“E. 4 icen ay ay 2. Aly tentn 
much as $20.00 a day and you need never worry about being “laid “2 Ge Se.n Orig 
off.” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today °rgia " 

300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes, t ft 

and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education Sach, Sing 

is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our ano, r, r t 2 Sch 
successful graduates, now earning top professional pay, have never hag s Cou, Cok y, So] 
even finished grammar school. If you are sincere and love people i ~y 15 Cas Se, r Our 
you have all the qualifications. -L, a es al, hay, 

DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest to ry 14.. heen ita, “S8ady. », 
dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this ang b ois 8tiens - WN. Ss, 
doctors’ approved course. Ip . ack by 


IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated and 
wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam- 
ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes- 
sional training school. 

STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students Mail Coupon Today for FREE Sample Lesson. 
study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks. 
Or if you have had any previous training, you can graduate in 30 
to 60 days. 

BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete information 
tight now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we 
have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson 





POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, 
171106 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, ill. 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and 
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and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail | FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. 
right now. Your FREE material will reach you by return mail. { 
‘ 
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17L106 Auditorium Bic g.,C Chicago 5, Ill. ‘ 
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Whatis the 
Tampax user 


like? 


Tampax has been in existence more than 
20 years. During that time, a staff of 
trained women has devoted itself to 
answering letters and inquiries, to talk- 
ing to serious-minded groups (such as 
teachers) who want to find out more 
about internal sanitary protection. Out 
of all this has grown a clear picture of 
the alert woman who uses Tampax. 

She’s apt to be a leader in trying new 
things. She’s determined to find the 
modern way, the right way, the best 
possible way. Naturally her friends fol- 
low her advice; they admire her and 
look up to her. Can’t you almost hear 
her telling them about Tampax? 

Tampax does away with the belt-pin- 
pad harness. With no constant remind- 
ers, you can just about forget problem 
days! Positively no chafing or possibil- 
ity of odor forming. And Tampax is so 
comfortable! It can’t be felt when it’s in 
place. Even disposal is easy! 

Tampax comes in 3 absorbencies: 
Regular, Super, Junior. At drug, notion 
counters everywhere. Tampax Incorpo- 
rated, Palmer, Mass. 












<a by a doctor — 


now used by millions of women 








VOL. VI, NO. 12 
OCTOBER, 1956 


JOHN H. JOHNSON 
Editor and Publisher 


BEN BYRD 
Art Editor 


LOUIE ROBINSON 
Managing Editor 


WILLIE E. MILES 
Agency. Manager 


FREDA DE KNIGHT SYLVESTRE C. WATKINS 


Home Service Director Circulation Director 


ARIEL STRONG 


Production Assistant 


ADVERTISING MANAGERS 


WILLIAM P. GRAYSON’ _LE ROY JEFFRIES LOUIS R. JOHNSON 


Eastern Midwest Western 
yy STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
Se te Edy 5a Se RR Oe ON eo 8 
MRI HEE os 6 so. ve: 6. cn roid wie ne gues lw 'e: @ sei wis erelvenena a! # el'sie 22 
ioe sn o's ie EE RE Cee EEN OE 4 
cine ee SM ah OE SG ek SS 28 
so ac Fee Kee OE Ow ee eae 32 
POET ee eee 37 
vy SPECIAL FEATURES 
I Hope [ll Never Love Again............ By Dorothy Donegan 18 
I’m A Bachelor And Don’t Like It............ By Billy Ward % 
Miles And Miles Of Music............ By Lerone Bennett, Jr. 34 
yy DEPARTMENTS 
Hollywood To Harlem................... By Margo Hughes 6 
NS i oa 8 ss aos vas VO RE Ree eee 1] 
ee eee By James Goodrich 12 
I, 6 65:5 5 haa e oe on ee ee By Frances Jackson 14 
I 6a 98! an. 9.4 adv woe 6» wie 4.6 6-6 90s em ng 16 
GS tide ei kee oie tine 4 ed By Gerri Major li 
EE SSE WOK s sa4 cee eK eer ee By Jane Walters 21 
TTT E CCC Oe Pet ere. 3 


Child Care: Should Your Child Go To Nursery School 
cient tae se eaneeee ssh aoe By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 4 


jy HOME SERVICE MAGAZINE 


October Harvest Is Black Cat And Witch Time.............. 4] 
ee 4 
re ed ka Clea eae See eee ee eee cee 4 
New Trends In Dining Furniture........................: 45 
se Sal wk yg aid gl ama gk aoe en M 
Pe NE ID. . co vs ee cc seiewwe es be wae ewe een 4i 





Cover Photo of Gaby Woolridge by Howard Morehead 













ublished Fontes 4 Johneon Publishing Co., Inc., 1820 South Michigan Avenwe, Chica; 226. Bags New Yat 
Los Ange les offices at 1127 Wilshire Boulevard. it Fost Os 
conten’ 


~§ A ag ier March 3, 1879, Entire it 1956 ‘Johnson Publish “Go. 5 al 
whole or ay prohibited without per SOBER itted should Sioa © welf-address 
and responsibili ames of for return of 2” Names of 16 


postage. The publisher as assumes 
sons or —- firms in all atesben ae not actual and. ait pam if of is, dt,of living persona aa are purely 
Photos are of models who are not actually involved in Ray my 1 year (12 8) . 
(24 issues) 85. Canada and Pan-American countries $4 yeas, Gtner foretan coumirise $8 a your . Single copies hd sents 


ae ee 














































ry eT ee ee eee a ee 


> = 


INSON 


18 
26 


1 
12 
14 
16 
2] 
31 


=k ot 













2553 STUNNED! 

He will be when he sees you 
m this stunningly glamorous 
sheath in shimmering acetate 
taffeta! Simple fines snare 
your every curve right down 
to torrid little fishtail flounce 
A sensational creation at a 
sensationally iow price. Black. 
fled or Pacific Blue, Sizes 7 
to 15 $12.98 


#2142 JUNGLE DRUMS 
Gorgeous strapless sheath 
ess! it's a rayon dull finish 
fabric. shirred down the 
center Dust line to the fringe 
line below. Row upon row of 
igvish 6 inch fringe, from hip 
fine to hem, rusties as you 
walk. Midnight Black, Vivid 
fled, Desert Purple. Sizes 5 to 
1S $29.98 


22158 ORIENT STAR 

Exotic rayon and acetate 
mandarin sheath. Seif 

buttons trace exciting figure 

fisttering line down left shou! 

der to sight hemline. Same 

trim alton 


po 
Gold, White. Sizes 10 to 18 
$16. 


#570 TROPIC TORCH 
Tantalizing mandarin Oriental 
sheath of rayon and acetate 
crepe. Daring nine-inch vent 
a the left side of the hem 
is slit and embellished with 
Ori 


10 to 18. $13.98 


22131 CLINGING VINE 

of an original created for 
Heliywood's most glamorous 
star, this stunning sheath in 
curve-clinging wool jersey 1s 
shin tight from top to hem 
Oaringly reveals every Contour 
of the body. Long, long back 
upper closing and roliover 
cohar styling Order Black 
Red of Goldtone. Sizes 10 to 
18 Oniy $19.96 


21706 BON BON 
‘Come-Hither’’ biouse of 
sheerest nylon lace with thrill 
ing sweetheart bosom of 
pleat nylon. Tiny vei 


2512 “WONDER-waaP” 

poy Pere 100% Wool jer 

a go G@aped biouse that 
. tes and clings Stays 

hold collar in piace. Shocking 

Pink, White, Black Sizes 32 

to 38 $6.98 












S41 CUDDLE UP 
100% pure wool - and you 


would swear 


it’s hand-knit’ 


Copied from French original 


For day or 


date wear' Del: 


cate, lacy open-stitch weave 
You just can't live without our 


cape. Real buy 
jack. Sizes 10 to 18 


White 
$5.98 


OF HOLLYWOOD 


releichs PS Fortune 
> (x Hunters: 




















#2900 CROSS FIRE 

Sheerest nylon mesh panties 
delicately edged with nylon 
lace Special “‘quik-easy’™’ 
cross-over feature for the con 
venrence women love! Replace 
able elastic at waist. Black, 
white and Pink Sizes 22” to 
30” waist $3.50 


16S GLAMOUR-ALL 
Glamorous quilted TV lounger 












































Stunning mid-calf length 1 

piece charmer in gleaming #155 

rayon and acetate taffeta 

elastic waist Red. Black This ys YOU! 





White. Green Sues 10 to 18 
$6.98 





Fine Elastic 





781 SCARLET HOUR 

opied from a star's favorite 
boudow shortie robe Sheerest 
nylon. and daringly short robe 
1S fabulously trimmed with 
genuine maribou Completely 
alluring. and a must for the 
glamorous Doudow wardrobe 
Black. Red or Turquoise Sizes 
10 to 20 $12.96 






Pushes IN 
from here 





















Pushes UP i 
from here 


#1SS HOLLYWOOD PROFILE. introduced to the public for the 
first tome! For you who have dreamed of heaven-sent cleavage 
and youthful pomted uplift-bdut never found it - Frederick 
spent two years designing the bra that will do Doth! ANY 
Dust obeys the gentie persuasion of the magic “IN-UP™ angie 
pad, built in from the side. Lower Bust in slipper satin. upper 
Dust, peek-a-boo nylon, exquisitely stitched Nylon Leno elas 
tic side panels tor guaranteed fit. Petal white of Chorus 
Black Sizes 32 to 36. A of B cup. A never Defore sensation 
at a never again price . <4 Only $5.00 
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Center of cup 
forms point 
for young 
natural look 
—_ 






























Circular 
stitching 
lifts bust 

up and out 
oe 


Firm 100% 
Nylon Crepe 
for wear / +4 













#144 BETTER HALF 
imported from France - the bra that 
ssn't a bra at all' Only the under bust 
'S Covered, Dut gives complete uplift 


29% UP AND OUT 

Nylon crepe for Young. Pointed Uplift 

Stitched cups give young. fum tines ; 

to sageng breasts. Perfect to wear i 

under snug dresses of sweaters in with gleaming satin under-cups. light 

Black or Gardenia White. Low-Priced' ly Boned Perfection with plunge neck Hy 

Sues 32 to 38. B Swes 34 to 40 C lines and decollete styles White or | 
| 
; 













$3.50 Black Sizes 32 to 36 Will fit A ang 
1956 $5.00 
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| Please send the following styles: (order by numbers) 
istTvce QUAN.] SIZE 1st COLOR 2ND COLOR PRICE 
f 
' 
\ 
\ 
11 enclose payment (J send C.0.0. No C.0.0. without $1 
' dep. on Each item 
1 NAME 








ADORESS 
city 













ZONE ___ STATE 
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EVERY PENNY REFUNDED IF NOT 100% SATISFIED 










BABY 
FEEDING 


TOO 
SLOWLY? 


Only Davol Nursers 
can be adjusted to 
suit your baby’s feed- 
ing speed. Work 
equally well with 
thick or thin formula. 








Just loosen collar 
to speed up flow. 
Tighten it to slow 
down flow. Adjusts 
with finger-tipease. 
Nursers won't leak. 


RUBBER COMPANY 
PROVIDENCE 2.R.1 


For free copy of 

‘Baby Feeding Made Easier,” 
write: Davol Rubber Company 
DeptTA-6-10, Providence 2, R. |. 
Expecting? Please let us 

know when. 








SPECIAL PRE-SEASON BARGAIN! 


Limited Offer may be withdrawn at any time 


PERSONALIZED § 


XMAS CARDS } 


A Guaranteed $2.50 Value 
You are unconditionally 
guaranteed a $1.50 saving 
if you order before offer 
expires 





429 


Your name 
printed on 
each card 






_~ww 










These same gorgeous 
penne pe deluxe, em- , 
4-fold cards with 
matching envelopes are 
featured in stores at 10c 5 
each witheut persenal- 
ized name imprint. ; 


To induce you » 
to order NOW .. 


instead of waiting for our busy peak 
a offer you an amazing — 
4 — ccept our amazing 
bargain .. . a guaranteed $350 aie 
‘ for only $1 prepaid . . . PLUS 
2 Your Name imprinted Free on Every Card! , 
Check These Features: 
Order now—eliminate fut worry about 
v your 1956 Xmas conde. — ss 
¥ Ne extra cests—tew price even includes q 
postage. 
Y Finest quality—the kind of cards you will q 
be preud te send. 









MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 
4 if you don't agree this is the greatest 
Christmas Card Bargain ever—you keep 
2 7s reas. return balance for full 

refu 















(since orders are printed to order) 
‘ Send full name you want imprinted FREE along 
with $1.00 for each set of 25 cards and envelopes. 
PERSONALIZED CARD CO., Dept. T-9 
W. 47th St., New York 36, N. Y. 


Sorry,n0C.0.D.‘s... 


~~~ 

















By Margo Hughes 


OMEDIANS Mantan Moreland and 
ex-partner Bud Harris, better known 

as Bill of the Beulah Show, have teamed- 
up with Philadelphia’s fabulous Prophet 
John The Conqueror, “The Original 
Root Man,” and are plotting a tour of 
Southern cities. What these two charac- 
ters will do with a gospel show is any- 
body’s guess. The prophet, incidentally, 





Sara Lou Harris 


Stephin F cechit 
once was a pretty good drummer man, 
had his own band. 

Meanwhile, out in Detroit, 
Lillette Harris, Bud’s better 
half, is making with the 838’s 
and has her own trio. 

Stephin Fetchit has included a bald 
headed wig as a “must” prop for his 
new act. Aside from having grown fat, 
he’s grown hair and is afraid audiences 
might not recognize him under a fancy 
process. 

Buddy Bowser, spouse of 
the beautiful and talented Sara 
Lou Harris, is trying his hand 
at the theatrical booking busi- 
ness. Biggest clients are those 
dancing Ballroom Babes, the 
Clark Kids. 

While the Count of Basie spends his 
off-time pounding the organ in his own 
Harlem night club, his side-men held a 
recording session without him. Result: 
an LP labeled No Count. 

A new area has opened for 
rhythm and blues — that of 
TV commercials—with Ruth 
Brown doing the honors for a 
big-moneyed cigarette sponsor. 
This could be the start of some- 

thing hig. 
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Pear! Bailey’s retirement seems to have 
worn off. After the success of That Cer. 
tain Feeling with Bob Hope, Pearlie Mae 
wants to do more movies. 

Dinah Washington’s ex-boy 
friend, handsome Rev. Russell 
Roberts of Atlantic City, is seri- 
ously considering an offer of 
one of the biggest churches in 





Count Basie 


Buddy Bowser 
Los Angeles. But West Coast- 
ers hint there’s something else 


behind the move . . . if he 
makes it. 

It’s whispered about that the gentle 
man tabbed as. the future “Mr.” Elle 
Fitzgerald has fallen out of favor. 

Marcella Moreland, teen-age 
daughter of comedian Mantan, 
has moved back to New York, 
temporarily at least, to be with- 
in dating distance of her heart 
interest. He’s one of the sing: 
ing Ravens. 

Archie Moore, heavyweight champion 
of the world (by unanimous decision of 
Archie Moore) has been knocking hin- 
self out with a two-hour Saturday night 
deejay show out in San Diego, Calif. 

Roger Simon, king of the 
processers, reveals that hair- 
styling has been just a money 
making hobby . . . his real 
interest is songwriting. After 
years of composing he thinks 
he has a hit in a little number 
titled Don’t Count On Me re 
corded by The Four Knights 
on Capitol label. 

Big Joe Turner, boss of the nation’ 
blues singers, not only sings the blues 
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but also writes most of the tunes he 
records. 

Daddy of the crooners, 
Bing Crosby, has officially an- 
nounced his choice of the three 
top singers in the country to- 
day. His trio includes Nat 
King Cole and Ella Fitzgerald, 
along with Frank Sinatra. 
Sammy Davis, Jr. has been busy back- 

stage teaching his protégé, Arnold Do- 
yer, dance routines in between acts of 
the “Mr. Wonderful” show. 

Dizzy Gillespie’s back home 
opening at New York’s Basin 
Street was quite an impressive 
affair. Members of the con- 
sulates of Syria, Turkey, [ran 
and Pakistan were in the house. 











Arnold Dover 


Pearl Bailey 


Those are the countries the 
band visited on its recent tour 
of the Far East. For a little 
something special, “His Diz- 
ziness” offered up some fancy 
dinner music for the visiting 
diplomats which turned out to 
be a number entitled: Hey, 
Pete, Let’s Eat More Meat! 
Filming of the life story of Henry 
Armstrong, who held three champion- 
ship boxing titles at the same time and 
is now an ordained minister, has sent 
Hollywood producers on a big cross- 
country talent hunt again. Actors con- 
sidered for the part have included Jimmy 
Edwards, Sidney Poitier, Harry Bela- 
fonte and Sammy Davis, Jr., all of whom 
are either too short, too tall or not fistic 





Dizzy Gillespie Muriel Rhan 


enough to suit the part, so the big search 
is on for Hank’s double. Titled Decision, 
the movie will also star Eartha Kitt as 


Armstrong’s sweetheart. 

Singer Muriel Rahn’s bril- 
liant performance in a non- 
singing role on the Broadway 
stage came to an abrupt end 
when she pulled out of the cast 
and the show suddenly closed. 
Miss Rahn found it next to im- 
possible to work with her co- 
star, one of a famous thespian 
clan, suffering from elbow 
trouble. It was always bent. 


The Mariners are unhappy about the 
rough schedule of one-night stands that 
have kept them busy ever since Arthur 


Godfrey left them free to travel. 





Ruth Brown 


Ella Fitzgerald 





Sg 









thinks 
umber 
Me re- 
nights 


> nation’ 
the blues, 





NORFORMS 


VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


Tested by doctors 
Trusted by women 


k , i a> = 


a . ; 
Vou// Easier, surer 
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new formula releases its 


temperature, forming a 


Norforms were tested in 


Mail this coupon today 
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A NORWICH PRODUCT 





protection for your most intimate marriage problem 


lasted by doctors...proved in hospital clinies 


1. Antase pl u (Protective, germicidal action) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected 


antiseptic and germicidal ingredients 


right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base melts at body 


powerful protective film that permits 


long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Protection from odor) 


a hospital clinic and found to be more 


effeetive than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “medicine” or “‘disinfectant’”’ odor themselves. 


=. Coni enrentl (So easy to use) 

Norforms are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and convenient 
to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or measuring. They’re 
greaseless and they keep in any climate. Your druggist has them 

in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


= mail this coupon to: Dept. T 610 
orwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 
plain envelope. 








Name. 
(PLease print) 
Street. 
City. Zone. State. 
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BORN TO SIN 


Suzanne craved attention, and she was out to get it 
at any price. It didn’t matter to her that she soiled 
everything she touched. 


| GAVE A LAST LOOK around my expensively furnished living room, 

then hurried into my bedroom to dress. | knew I’d have to make it fast 
because Arnold was due in fifteen minutes. I’d spent far too much time in 
the bathtub while I day-dreamed about him—about us—making up dreams 
I knew could never come true. But luxuriating in the warm, scented water, 
it had been pleasant to indulge in such sweet fancies. 

When I sat down at my dressing table, long-lashed brown eyes, in a 
heart-shaped face with parted lips, stared wistfully at me in the mirror and 
I frowned and said impatiently, “Oh, get that moonstruck look off your 
face, will you? Who do you think you’re kidding?” 

As I began making up, I knew I wasn’t kidding anyone, least of all 
myself. Because the first rule of the game was to keep customer relations 
on a strictly business basis. 

I frowned as it occurred to me that in the three years since I’d “turned 
pro,” Arnold was the first man who’d made me forget that iron-clad rule. 
And since he wasn’t even a handsome man, I wondered why. But in reality 
I knew: I was in love with him! 

Admitting that made me utter a brittle, derisive, “Hah!” But jeering like 
that didn’t help. Because why deny that Arnold had been almost constantly 
in my thoughts since our first “date” a month ago? Our one other date 
since then had confirmed my feeling that something completely new in my 
experience had happened to me—something I hadn’t dared to believe until 
now. And believing it weighed heavily on my heart, for I knew nothing 
could come of it but heartbreak—for me! Because respectable men didn’t 
marry girls like me. And I knew Arnold was a decent, respectable man, 
even though he came to a place like mine, for it was written all over him, 
in his look, his manner, his good, conservative way of dressing. I had 
gathered from things he said that he was unmarried, although he was at 
least thirty-five; and I sensed that it was loneliness which sent him to me. 

I sighed as I studied my skillfully made-up features in the mirror: the 
even layer of powder; the careful dabs of rouge; the crimson lipstick, and 
the shadowed eyes. 

The sharp summons of the door bell snatched me back to reality. Hastily 
I poked my toes into high-heeled boudoir slippers, and ran to the door. 
Suddenly, like a gathering storm cloud, | realized the terrible truth— 
the impossibility of our love; but my eagerness to see Arnold drove 
all that from my mind. And the instant he stepped into the apartment, I 
flung myself into his arms, weeping uncontrollably. The next I knew, he 
had swept me up, and carried me to the divan where he sat down and 
cradled me in his arms like I was a baby. Which made me cry even harder. 

“Suzanne—what in the world’s wrong, dear?” Arnold asked with quick 
concern. 

“Nothing,” I sobbed. “Just nothing at all!” 

Arnold took out his breast pocket hankie and tenderly wiped my eyes. 
Then he smiled down at me and asked, “So why the tears?” 

I averted my face and said weakly, “I—I just don’t feel very well.” 
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Panting boys left her cold, 
but the Reverend was a real 


challenge. So Suzanne set a 


carefully-laid trap to get him. 


“Nor do I,” he said gravely. “Do you 
suppose the reason is the same as 
yours?” 

“I—I don’t know what you mean,” | 
replied faintly. 

“T think you do. But if you won’t put 
it into words, I will!” Arnold took a deep 
breath then said quietly, “I’m in love 
with you Suzanne. And—I want you to 
marry me.” 

“Oh, no!” | wailed. 

“Why not?” he demanded calmly. 

“Because—because I’m—you know 
what I am!” 

“And so—?” 

“And so men like you don’t marry 
girls like me—and you know it!” 

“It has been done, my dear.” 

‘““Arnold—please! I don’t want to talk 
about it.” 

“All right, Suzanne,” he agreed gently, 
holding me lightly against him. “But 
you know, what I can’t understand is 
what forced a girl like you into this— 
this business. Care to tell me?” 

“I— Yes, I’ll tell you about it, Arnold, 
if that’s what you want. And to set the 
record straight—I wasn’t forced into this 
kind of life.” 

When I said that, I felt him stiffen 
slightly, then relax, waiting for me to 
continue. I knew I had made a good 
start in what I knew I must do. Which 
was to convince this kind, gentle man 
that I was not the girl for him, because 
for once in my life I was determined not 
to take advantage of aman . . . because 
for the first time in my life I was learn- 
ing what love—real love—could be like 

. and I understood that it was not a 
shallow passion, but something big and 
fine which made you want to give rather 
than to receive. And I wanted to give 
Arnold the means to escape his love for 
me, for | knew I was strictly poison, and 
had been most of my life . . . I’d al- 
ready ruined too many lives, caused too 
much suffering and trouble to others, in- 
cluding my own father and mother . . 

And so | told him my whole unlovely 
story, starting when I was thirteen and 
in my first year in Junior High, for that 
was the time of my discovery of my 
10 









strange attraction for males, young and 
otherwise. It was as though I had been 
an ordinary girl, and at just that time | 
came into blossom, vividly, like a pas- 
sion flower . . . or more accurately, a 
sex flower. . . . Until then, although | 
really had little interest in boys, I’d re- 
sented my mother’s refusal to allow me 
to date boys, like other girls of my age. 
But in high school, I was on my own. 

I was extremely flattered when Johnny 
Bell started making passes at me, without 
the least encouragement on my part, for 
he was real cute. He was also going with 
Netta Lee, a girl far prettier than I. So 
at first I hardly knew what to think when 
Johnny persisted in his attentions to me. 

Fern Ellis, a plump, jolly girl from my 
neighborhood, kidded me about Johnny. 
“Hey, Suzanne, gimme some of that se- 
cret jive you’ve got,” she demanded one 
noon as we ate lunch together in the 
school cafeteria. 

I looked at her, puzzled. “What old 
jive are you talking about?” I asked. 

“My reference,” Fern informed me 
with an impish grin, “is to whatever it 
is you've got that makes Mr. John Bell 
chase you like a tomcat after catnip—or 
something!” 

“Why, we’re just friends,” I giggled, 
pleased. 

“Friends—huh! I got 
‘friends’ jive!” Fern cut her eyes to a 
nearby table and whispered, “And I’m 
not the only one, Miss Suzanne Critch- 
low. Netta Lee is sure giving you the 
evil eye right this second!” 

I glanced back of me and caught Netta 
frowning at me. | don’t know why I did 
it, but stared back at her for a few sec- 
okds, then laughed nastily and turned 
back to my lunch as if she didn’t exist. 
So far as I can remember, that was the 
first time in my life I'd been deliberately 
rude to anyone. 

About that time Johnny left the food 
counter with his tray and started toward 
Netta’s table, but to get to it, he had to 
pass mine. When he approached I called 
loudly, “Hi, Johnny!” 

He stopped so suddenly a glass of milk 
almost slid off his tray. He laughed and 
said, “Why hi, Suzy. I didn’t see you.” 
As he spoke his eyes were darting to 
Netta’s table in a nervous way. 

“Well,” I said boldly, “now that you 
see me, aren’t you going to sit with me— 
dear?” 

“Uh—uh— Well, you see,” he stam- 
mered, “I was going to sit—I mean—” 


your old 









Again he glanced toward Netta. 

I kept looking up at him, smiling as he 
stood shuffling his feet and looking like 
he had a pain somewhere. “Well,” he 
muttered, “why not?” Then hastily set. 
ting his tray on my table, he sat down— 
with his back to Netta! 

“And that’s how it all started,” I told 
Arnold. “Fern couldn’t get over it. | 
mean, Johnny giving Netta the business 
right in front of practically everybody, 
That day as we walked home after school, 
she asked, “Suz, are you right sure you 
haven’t been dating Johnny on the q.t.?” 

“Don’t be silly,” I replied scornfully. 

“Well, I sure don’t get it.” she sighed, 
shaking her head. 

“You want to know something?” | 
asked. 

“Yeah. What?” 

“I don’t either!” 

“Then that makes three of us,” Fern 
said, sounding baffled. “You and me 
and—Netta. In the lounge after lunch 
today all the cats had their claws out and 
they really used them!” 

I shrugged as though I had no inter. 
est in the subject, hiding the heady feel- 
ing my conquest gave me. 

“Netta was so mad and hurt that she 
bawled,” Fern said. “Are you gonna go 
steady with Johnny, Suzy?” 

“Oh, maybe,” I replied, pretending in- 
difference although right then I couldn't 
imagine anything more desirable. 
































UT, I DIDN’T, for after Johnny and 
I teamed up, all the boys seemed to 
suddenly get interested in me. I was 
really bewildered by all that attention, 
but I liked it, especially when right away, 
Steve Freely, a big, good-looking, sec 
ond-year boy, started showing me 
marked attention. So after only a couple 
of weeks I dumped poor Johnny Bell in 
his favor. So far as I could tell, I had 
won Steve without any conscious effort 
on my part. And I took him away from 
his long-time steady, Glennie Parks, one 
of the most popular girls in her class. 
But Glennie didn’t take it like Netta 
had. Instead, she laid for me in the rest- 
room and lit into me like invaders from 
Mars! I’d never been in a fight before, F 
but when she started clawing and grab- 
bing hair, I hit her in the stomach 4s 
hard as I could and the war was over. 
That was one of the tricks my Daddy 
had taught me, only it was supposed to 
be used against boys if they got too 
fresh. I left (Continued on Page ) 
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EDITOR 


Gis LIKE TAN 


First, I must thank you for the wonderful job 
you are doing. I am one of the many soldiers 
in Korea on the front line now, who constantly 
read your real gone book. We dig it the most. 
It is so great we almost fight over it. After it 
is read once by all the fellows here, we pass 
it around to our friends in other outfits, since 
we can’t get enough for all the fellows who 
really like it. 

In your June issue of TAN, I really enjoyed 
the story, “I Loved My Daughter’s Teacher.” | 
wish to congratulate you on the wonderful job 
you are doing. Keep up the fine job you are 
doing. 





Pfc. Calvin Ricks 
APO, San Fran., Calif. 


I am a marine, stationed in Okinawa. I am 
sure I don’t have to mention how lonely it is 
over here. I don’t know what I would do if 
it weren’t for your splendid work with TAN. 
I can hardly wait until a new one comes out. 
They are sometimes a month old when they 
come out at the PX. 

Sgt. Henry E. Corey 
FPO 


San Francisco, Calif. 


MIXED MARRIAGE COMMENT 


I have been reading TAN for two years and 
have enjoyed it very much. Please keep up the 
good work. Keep the world reading a good 
book. The story “I Married My Negro Chauf- 
feur,” was very good, and the story “I Had To 
Choose Between Two Husbands” was very 
interesting. Please keep on printing TAN. 

James Simmons 
Ravenell, S. C. 


YOUNG MAN BLUES IS HIT 


I enjoy reading your wonderful magazines. 
I have been reading them for some time. | 
enjoyed reading the inspiring story of “Young 
Man Blues,” also about the musical stars. 

Estelle Davis 
Richmond, Va. 


TAN HELPS READER 


I never dreamed I would get such a response 
from my letter in the Pen Pal column. But as 
someone said “I am sure you won't be lonesome 
long because the TAN fans won't let you 
down.” I received over 100 letters, 109 to be 
exact. Please don’t expect an answer right 
away, for it will take a little time to answer 
them all. 

First, let me thank everyone who has written 
to me. | really appreciate it. It has permitted 
me to travel, which is a God send to me, be- 
cause I'l] never walk again. Please don’t pity 
me, for that’s the last thing on this earth | 
need or want. 

Mrs. Connie Townes 
New York, N. Y. 








Why should your hair 


say youre old and gray? *_ 





Look younger... 





18 
exquisite 
shades 


look lovelier...today! 


Forget those “gray hair’ heartaches! Godefroy’s Larieuse 
Hair Coloring can give your hair young-looking, lovely- 
looking color right away . . . glowing lustrous color that lasts 


and lasts! 


And take a tip from professional models (like the one 
shown here) . . . you'll be prouder of your hair when you 
choose Godefroy’s Larieuse! It’s the famous brand in the 
red box, known for its dependability for more than 50 
years. Get it at your favorite cosmetic counter today! 




















1. Shampoo hair thoroughly. As 
it dries, mix Godefroy's Lorieuse 
as directed. 


GODEFROY MFG. CO. - 3510 OLIVE STREET: ST. LOUIS 3, MO. 





2. Apply Godefroy’s Larieuse 
with handy applicator included 


in package. 











3. After color has developed, 
shampoo hair again and set in 
your favorite style. 
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Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters, 
39¢, 65¢. 


BLACK 4%> WHITE 


HIER ck 
Line 


Just start using famous 
Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and then 
watch your skin take on a 
lighter, brighter, smoother, 
softer look. Its bleaching 
action works effectively in- 
side of your skin. Modern 
science knows of no faster 
way of lightening skin. 


BLEACHING CREAM 


easy to bave 


OW 








IS THE SOFTER 


DRESSING. IT 

































apes KIRBY, the incomparable 
mimic, puts on his best act to get 
the show rolling on the right road in 
Vanguard’s current hit album called A 
Night At The Apollo, which was record- 
ed on the spot at Harlem’s storied Apollo 
Theatre. In a package designed to cap- 
ture the happy spirit at the old vaudery 
on Uptown 125th Street, Kirby draws an 
early spot on the 12-inch LP and sets a 
jumping mood from the time he comes 
on the tape. Working his standard 
mimicking routine, he is heard as he 
brought the house down doing hilarious 
takeoffs on famous personalities like Joe 
Louis, Eddie (Rochester) Anderson, 
Humphrey Bogart and Pearl Bailey. 
Kirby’s act made the Vanguard LP a 
click, though it also highlights such 
standout artists as the tap dancing Cole 
and Atkins team and veteran comedienne 
Jackie Mabley along with some enter- 
the 
Apollo’s regular weekly amateur show). 
The Apollo Band of the Year (Count 
Basie’s swinging group) backed the bill 


taining amateur performers (on 


effectively but appeared alone only on 


James Goodrich 


one short number at the opening of the 
session. 

With Vanguard’s album a hit, the disk- 
ery can chalk up a success for its first 
tryout of an experimental idea: record- 
ing shows for albums right off the stage 
where they are presented live to audi- 
ences. The tape made at the Apollo 
marked the initial time any record com- 
pany had tested the idea (many diskeries [ 
have recorded musical shows using orig: 
inal casts but they all made the record- 
ings in studios instead of on locations). 
Now other labels may be expected to fol- 
low the successful pattern pioneered by 
Vanguard in its “Theatre Showcase” 
series. 

Vanguard could not have released its 
Apollo album at a more appropriate 
time. According to record promotion ex- 
perts, jazz and popular collectors now | 
demand their music in packages over [ 
singles. The figures for record sales seem 
to bear out that conclusion too. For ex 
ample, the original cast album of The 
Most Happy Fella show tunes racked up 
(Continued on Page 69) 
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Just Like A Doctor's Prescription! Revolutionary New 
Reducing Regimen Guarantees Amazing Weight Reduc- 
tions Without Fad Diets, Without Intense Hunger, Without 
Exercise! Proved Safe in Doctor-Conducted Tests! 


Just released! An amazing scientific discovery that melts off up to 49 
pounds of ugly fat! You lose up to 6 pounds the first two days ... up to 11 
or 12 pounds the first week . . . up to 40, 50 pounds or more in a reasonable 
length of time, without A SINGLE HUNGRY MOMENT, WITHOUT 
GIVING UP ALL THE FOODS YOU LOVE ... or you pay nothing! 


Yes, it’s the amazing discovery you've THANKS TO THIS AMAZING 


heard about . the product you've 
wanted to try . . . now available for the DEVELOPMENT, YOU CAN 
first time ever! 


REDUCE FASTER AND 
EASIER THAN YOU 
EVER THOUGHT POSSIBLE! 


Doctors had the answer . . . a reducing 
regimen identical in principle to the one 
more doctor's prescribe than any other 
. +. an amazing combination of ingredi- 
ents medically proven to be the greatest 
aid for the elimination of excess fat ever 
as proved in astonishingly successful clini- 
cal tests! 


Not a bulk-producing agent .. . mot a 
sweet wafer supposed to “kill” your appe- 
tite . . . not giant pills or capsules, this 
astounding compound is like nothing you 
have ever tried before, because it has just 
been made available for the first time 
ever! 


It’s amazing! It works all the time... 
while you eat, while you sleep, at work or 
at play, at home or away! Positively fan- 
tastic . . . so effective, your friends may 
barely recognize you as little as ten days 
from now! 

Sound too good to be true? Don’t take 
our word for it! Prove it to yourself! Try 
this.amazing plan for 10 days entirely at 
our risk! It must work for you! Must 
produce the same fantastic results on your 
body as it has on countless others in 
Doctor-supervised clinical tests, or you 
don't pay one single penny! 

You have nothing to lose but ugly fat! 
See for yourself! You be the judge! Read 
these scientific facts. Then take advantage 
of this fantastic no-risk offer! 


HERE’S WHY It is guaranteed safe, guaranteed effec- 
RODU tive, guaranteed to perform not one, not 

OTHER P crs two, but all three functions necessary for 
DON’T WORK! quick, easy, comfortable weight reduc- 


tion! This is what it does... 

1. E.E.D.R. flushes away the bioat-like 
water that makes up to 70% of your 
fatty tissue! It goes to work the very 
first day . . . removes that water. . . 
makes you lose weight fast! Makes you 
see and feel results almost instantly! 
E.E.D.R. actually gives you a boost... 
makes you feel peppy and alert. Helps 
you overcome that tired, dragged-out 
feeling. Actually may help you feel 
more vibrantly alive than you have felt 
in years! 

E.E.D.R., without filling your stomach 
with sluggish bulk, works internally on 
the true center of your appetite! You 
still enjoy your food, but you have less 
desire to overeat, and you find it casier 
to do without fattening, unwholesome 
extras that are making you fat. 

No wonder that when E.E.D.R. was 
tried on overweight patients in -hospitals, 
results were so astonishing! 


Here are the facts! Straightforward, 
hard-hitting facts . . . just as your own 
doctor would tell them to you. 


Ordinary reducing plans...the very kind 
you are probably familiar with . . . can- 
not, of themselves, reduce your weight! 

You have to furnish the will power. You 2. 
have to do the starving! You have to cut 
down on the foods you enjoy eating! 
Then, and only then, will you lose weight! 

In other words, the very reducing plans 
you have paid $5 and $10 for, do nothing 
more than appease or dull your appetite! 3. 
You have to do the rest! And it’s not 
hard to see why... 

Not one of those passive reducing plans 
actually works on the root of your prob- 
lem . . . your fatty tissue itself! Not one 
of those products helps to burn up ugly 
fet... to oxidize fat . . . to actually melt 
that fat away forever! 

And you know it! When you took those 
Products, you did all the work! You took 
pills and capsules three and four times 
day! You turned down delicious foods you 
loved so well. You suffered week after 
weary week! And the results? Perhaps if 
you were very lucky, you lost 5 or 6 
pounds. 


POUNDS 
GONE FOREVER! 
Here are the amazing facts! Read them 


carefully. Think of what they mean if you 
But how long could you keep up that 








are a person who must lose weight! 


When doctors tested this amazing prod- 
uct on overweight patients, they did not 
tell those patients to go on a diet! They 
did not tell those patients what to eat! 
They did not tell those patients how 
to eat! 


Those patients lost pound after pound 
of ugly fat .. . up to 12 pounds the first 
week .. . up to 39 pounds the first month, 
up to 49 pounds in a longer period of 
time! Day by day, safely and more quick- 
ly, more easily than ever before, their 
ugly, health-destroying pounds started to 
mek away! 

While they were cating three delicious 
meals a day, they were losing weight. 
While they were enjoying mouthwatering 
steaks and chops, juicy roast beef, vege- 
tables and desserts, bread and butter... 
while they ate the foods they liked, off 


Marvation diet? How long before you 
sneaked in a snack here and a snack 
there? How long before you were eating 


ous, deadly overweight came back to 
make your life miserable? 

What next? If you are like the average 
Overweight person, you tried another plan, 
and still another. And the results? Always 
the same heartbreaking story! Little or no 
loss in weight! Little or no lasting effect. 
Then what did you do? Were you like 
the men and women whose utterly amaz- 
ing case histories were reported in our 
Clinical tests? Did you discover a better, 
more effective way to reduce? WITHOUT 
TORTURE? WITHOUT FAD OR 
STARVATION DIETS? WITHOUT 
THE NEED FOR TREMENDOUS 
WILL POWER? 


came ugly inches from waist, hips, thighs, 
everywhere! 


And best of all, in case after case, they 
actually said they felt better . . . had more 
pep. more energy, more vitality than they 
had in years! 

And when the tests were over, those 
men and showed remarkable 
weight losses. And they did it without 
discomfort, without diets, without horrible 
hunger! It was like a wonderful dream 
come true! They had actually turned back 
the clock . . . made themselves look more 
youthful and even feel more youthful than 
they had in years! 

And what's more, they could stay that 
way! . . . could continue to keep their 
weight under control, for as long as they 
wanted to. . . even the rest of their lives! 
Because now they had an active, fat- 
reducing regimen available that would ac- 
tually help keep ugly fat away! 


PROVE IT TO YOURSELF! 
TRY FULL PACKAGE 
ENTIRELY AT OUR RISK! 


Now you can try this very same tested 
and proven plan in the privacy of your 
own home without risking one single 
penny! 

This amazing plan must mek up to 6 
pounds of ugly, excess fat right off your 
body in the first two days .. . up to 11 
pounds in the first 7 days . . . or you don't 
pay one single penny! 

These are not idle claims. These are not 
exaggerations. Your own doctor will tell 
you the same thing! This plan was proven 
almost 100% effective in doctor proved 
hospital tests! It worked for countless 
other normally healthy overweight folks 
and it will work for you! 

For the sake of your health, for the 
sake of your appearance . . . even to pro- 
long your life . . . you owe it to yourself 
to reduce! And in the opinion of our ex- 
perts the very best way to do exactly that 
is with the aid of the E.E.D.R. lo-calorie 
plan. 

Now we have done everything humanly 
possible to make it easy for you. We have 
Presented you with the opportunity to 
obtain, for the first time ever, the same 
type of medication doctors prescribe for 
overweight patients. The rest is up to you. 
If you really want to reduce, you can. So 
right now, fill out the enclosed order form, 
and mail it in the postage paid envelope 
provided. You'll be happy you did! If you 
are not absolutely delighted, your moncy 
back, no questions asked. You have noth- 
ing to lose but ugly fat! 


E.E.D.R. IS SAFE! 


EE.DR. is « sate, tested product 
proved effective by dectors. It cannot 
harm your heart, lungs, liver or other 
vital ergons. Any normally healthy per- 
son may take £.£.D.R. as directed, with 
complete confidence, content in the 
knowledge thet it cannot be harmfvi. 


OTIS LABORATORIES, Inc. 
2 East Ave., Lerchment, N. Y. 


Flushes Fat Right 
Out of Your Body 


REDUCE up to 6 pounds the first 2 days... 
up to Il pounds the first week... 


OR PAY NOTHING 
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Ist week up to 12 pounds lost 
2nd week “ “ 24 pounds lost 
4th week “ “ 39 pounds lost 
6th week “ “ 44 pounds lost 
8th week “” “ 49 pounds lost 
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did was TAKE ONE TINY TABLET SMALLER 
ASPIRIN, BEFORE — MEAL... yet their 
were almost u' 


THIS IS THE MOST POWERFUL PROOF 
EVER SEEN FOR ANY REDUCING REGIMEN! 
OTHER PRODUCT SOLD IS AS EFFECTIVE AS 
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WHY YOU SHOULD TRY E.E.D.R.... 
EVEN IF YOU PROMISED YOURSELF YOU WOULD 
NEVER TRY ANOTHER REDUCING REGIMEN AGAIN! 
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be to look better and feel better . . . to really be slimmer and trimmer than you have 
im years! That's the opportunity that now awaits you" And you can do Kall without Faking 
single penny! Simply send for E.E.D.R. now 


keep it. All is mail back the get your moncy 

no saked. You ave trying. not buying. If you don't get the sevules you hoped for, 
you have paid nothing, and at least you have the satisfaction of trying this 

new You have nothing to lose but ugly fat! 








INTRODUCTORY OFFER BEFORE £.£.D.2. 
1S SOLD IN DRUG STORES 


10 $3.00 
sraaen reas 


{reg. pr 3.00 
TOTAL VALUE 6.00 


Keath nner coneg 
el acme 
5.00 


TOTAL VALUE 10.00 
YOU PAY ONLY $5.00 


FOR LIMITED TIME ONLY! 
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OTIS LABORATORIES, Inc. Dept. M-7 2 East Ave., Larchmont, N.Y. | 
i 
Rush my E.£.D.R. immedictely! If | do not lose up te 6 pounds the first 48 hours 5 
ee i 
ne questions asked _ i 
(CD Rush one 10 dey supply, regular (CD Rush one 20 day supply regular ry 
valve $3.00 plus FREE 10-doy valve $5.00 plue FREE 20-dey 4 
supply ...@ $6.00 valve. | will supply .. . @ $10.00 velve. | will 
pey postmen only $3.00 pivs pay postman enly $5.00 plus i 
C.0.D. postage and handling. C.0.D. postage and handling. 1 
(Please print pleinly) f 
NAME ' 
ADDRESS 1 
city ZONE STATE i 
SAVE MUCH MORE! t_Enctose C)cash, C) check, or t 
fimosey moscy-order tor (132.00 or (195.0, and you sa¥6 high postage and C.0.D. r] 
ndling charges! Same money bac! 
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NEW HAIR GLORY AS 
SCALP IS IMPROVED ( |JKARIY 


Samus warts “Maree” cour wevs 4 BELOVED 


Sulfur-8 Works “Miracles” Both Ways 


Marriage Problems 






By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

I am a young lady 17 years of 
age and very much in love with a very 
nice boy who is 18 years old. My prob- 
lem is that I am hard of hearing. I have 
been that way since I recovered from a 
very serious illness about three years 
ago. My boy friend tells me that he 
doesn’t mind about me not being able to 
hear well, but I know that I embarrass 
him sometimes when we are having a 
conversation with a group of friends. | 
| have a hearing aid, but I am afraid that 
| 


A Magnificent Head of Hair. Sulfur-8 actually brings out soft new hair 
beauty with deep lustre and longer, healthier, richer appearance. Important 
experts know why the new, enhanced Sulfur-8 can do so much to build up the 
glory of even the most measly parched hair, so that it soon begins to reveal 

its true, full natural length . . . so silky-smooth and radiantly lovely. | 


| if I wear it he wouldn’t want to take me 
| out with him. Please tell me what I can 
| do. 

Confused, Miss I.A.H. 


| 

| 

| Dear Miss 1.A.H.: 
| Your problem is unusual for one so 
young but it is not too big to be solved. 
Unfortunately you have magnified it be 
yond proportion, however with a little 
bit of level headed advice you'll soon see 











































SCALP AWAKENED by new vitalizing 
stimulation of Sulfur-8, is invigorated to 
feel more alive and healthy. Works won- 
ders on scalp trouble itching. See how 
your scalp thrives on Sulfur-8! 


HAIR TOO SHORT? 
When brittle-dry strands 
keep cracking off, and 
frizzy split ends make it 
look even shorter, that 
new, penetrating sulfur- 
lanolin formula can help 
you redeem the glory of 
your perfect hair. 


A MARVELOUS 
DIFFERENCE? 
Her hair now glows with 
inviting new charm and 4 BD 
looks much richer, silkier and longer, thanks to the new 
light-softness Sulfur-8 with that new luxury fragrance. 





NEW SCIENTIFIC MEDICATION, now in 
Sulfur-8, combats surface germs that 
often aggravate scalp problems. Only 
Sulfur-8 has that great secret formula, 
powered with special scientific sulfur. 





how unimportant it actually is. There is 
but one thing for you to start doing, and 
that is wearing your hearing aid at all 
times. Since you have difficulty with 
your hearing and an aid was prescribed 
by your doctor, it is up to you to follow 
his orders and therefore benefit yourself. 
Stop and think for one minute . . . sup- 
pose you had to wear a permanent brace 
on your leg that would enable you to 
walk with ease. Would you impair your 
own health to please your boy friend by 
leaving it home so he wouldn’t feel un 
comfortable? After all you are the party 
most affected, and not he. Since you've 
had this hearing problem for three years, 
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[ shall assume that you met your friend 
after your illness. Why then should he 
suddenly decide that you aren’t attrac- 
tive with your hearing device? You 
mentioned in your letter that he does not 
mind. Then why are you so disturbed? 
Wear your hearing aid and forget that 
you have it on. You'll soon discover that 
very few people will notice it unless you 
deliberately call attention to it. Your 
boy friend will also be less conscious of 
it unless you play up its importance. 
Try to learn that you have to live with 
your problem without being sensitive 
about it. Keep dating your boy friend, 
but be sure you wear your hearing aid— 
constantly. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 15 years old and have the talent 
to do anything. I am in love with a boy 
21 years old, but he doesn’t have a car. 
He has lots of friends with cars, but he 
still doesn’t come to visit me any oftener. 
] am very much in love with him, but | 
have heard that he is visiting other girls. 
I] don’t see him too often, just about 
every weekend, and then he tells me he 
will see me Sunday night. However, he 
never shows up. Please try to help me 
because I love him so hard until | just 
can’t and don’t want to see him go. 

Yours truly, 
Anna Louise Hunter 


Dear Miss Hunter: 

The same old problem faces you; girl 
likes boy more than boy likes girl, and it 
looks as if confusion is brewing. How- 
ever, since you are so very talented, | 
might suggest that you try your talents 
on another fellow. And please stick to 
your own age group. You'll have more 
fun with boys between the ages of 15-18, 
and think of the many things you'll have 
incommon. This 2]-year-old boy is too 
old for you to date, even if he doesn’t 
have a car. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am in love with a boy who is in the 
Army and he will be home very soon. 
We are having trouble with our love 
affair although we’ve been going to- 
gether for two steady years without an 
argument. We announced our engage- 
ment last December but he couldn’t come 
home in June so we didn’t get married. 
I love him very much and I tried to let 








nothing come between us while he was 
away from home. I went out with other 
boys but I always wrote and told him 
about the dates. He often encouraged 
me to go out occasionally. I know he 
loves me too because we have never had 
this kind of trouble before. I want to go 
ahead with our wedding plans and | 
want to be happy with him. Please tell 
me what I can do to get back on the same 
side with him. I can’t sleep at night and 
every time I close my eyes I see him. 
I want it to be like that forever because 
I don’t ever want to forget him. I haven’t 
heard from him since February 9, and 
I am still waiting for him to come. 


Worried 


Dear “Worried” : 

You do have serious cause for alarm 
since you haven’t received a letter from 
your fiance in five months. Don’t make 
any more plans for the wedding unless 
he writes to you. In the meantime write 
him another letter explaining your posi- 
tion and how very worried you are about 
him. If he is gentlemanly he will be cer- 
tain to answer your letter and explain 
why he hasn’t written. Just maybe the 
guy has changed his mind, or even ac- 
quired a wife. You can do nothing ex- 
cept hope and pray that nothing serious 
has happened that will hamper your 
forthcoming wedding. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am in love with a boy who said he 
loved me. He has taken me to meet his 
family. We went on a date but because 
I wouldn’t have an affair with him, he 
got angry and stopped speaking. I saw 
him with another girl but he hasn’t taken 
her to meet his family and he doesn’t 
talk about her to his friends. He talks 
about me all the time. Does he still love 
me? Shouldn’t I forgive and forget if 
he comes back? 

A Lonely Heart 


Dear Lonely Heart: 

Stop worrying about your lost ro- 
If the guy had any honorable 
intentions in the beginning, he would 
certainly have called you by now. These 
super-sensitive males aren’t worth think- 
ing twice about. Truthfully, I doubt that 
the boy has given you a second thought 
since the last date and you would be 
quite foolish to spend your time griev- 
ing over nothing. 


mance. 
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| Yow Can Depend On 


| STRONGER Yet rit 
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to relieve 


Won’t Upset The Stomach 
Anacin® not only gives stronger, faster 
relief from pain of headache, neuritis and 
neuralgia—but is also safer. Won’t upset 
the stomach and has no bad effects. You 
see, Anacin is like a doctor’s prescription. 
That is, Anacin contains not just one but 
a combination of medically proven, active 
ingredients. Scientific research has 
proved no single drug can give such 

strong yet such safe relief as Anacin. 
Buy Anacin Tablets today! 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 


Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

For the first time science has found a 

new healing substance with the astonishing 














pain — without surgery. 
In case after case, while gently relieving 


ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
| 
| 


| pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
| place, 

| Most amazing of all — results were so 
| thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
| statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 


problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute, 


This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee. 


*Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 
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! am a constant reader of your magazine, 
and think it’s great. The Pen Pal column is 
simply wonderful. I wish to have my name 
appear in your Pen Pal column. I would like 
to correspond with lonely service men between 
the ages of 21-26. I am 21, 49”, weigh 
105 lbs., dark brown complexion, brown eyes 
and black hair. My hobbies are writing, danc- 
ing, and swimming. 

Pearlie M. Jones 

Rt. 3, Box 132 

Rock Hill, S. C. 


| am a constant reader of TAN, would like 
very much to become a member of your Pen 
Pal Club. I am 20 years old, 5’2%4” tall, light 
brown complexion, brown eyes, off-black hair, 
and very small in size. I would like to corre- 
spond with girls and boys in all of the 48 
states in the United States, Cuba, Africa and 
Jamaica. | am still going to school. My hobbies 
are dancing, cooking, writing letters and going 
to all kinds of sports. I will exchange photos 
and promise to answer all letters. 
Joyce Maria Grays 
Rte. 1, 
Eagle Lake, Texas 


We are constant readers of TAN, and we 
think it’s the most. We are also interested in 
meeting and writing new friends throughout 
the world. I am Elaine. I am 18 years old, 
5’9” tall, weigh 140 lbs, and of medium brown 
complexion. | am Joan. I am 17 years old, 
5/10” tall, weigh 135 lbs., and of medium tan 
complexion. We will gladly answer all letters. 

Elaine and Joan Kendley 
121 W. 115th St. #4A 
New York, N. Y. 


I’ve been reading your magazine ever since 
the first copy came out. I enjoy it very much. 
I would like to be a member of the Pen Pal 
Club. I am 29 years old, 5’5” tall, weigh 135 
lbs., medium complexion. Enjoy all sports, 
dances and music. I have so much time on 
hand. I would love to have lots of people 
write me, regardless of race. I would like to 
hear from males and females between the ages 
of 29-40, especially pals from South America 
and Bermuda, as | plan to visit those places in 
the near future. I will answer all letters. 

Ethel Mae Boyd 
199 Perkins St. 
Akron 4, Ohio 


! am a Brazilian gentleman, single, 45 years 
old. | would like to correspond with people 
who live in the States, also with the Arabic 
and English speaking people who live in Africa 
and Asia, also with the German and English 
speaking people who live in Europe and Asia. 
| prefer people from 20-55 years old. I also 
like to write to American people who have 
friends and relatives in the countries men- 
tioned above. Just slip me the pen pals. The 
more the merrier. 

Mr. Antonio Teruz 

Rua Senador Dantas 20 
Distrito-Federal 

Rio de Janeiro, Brazil 


! am writing to ask you to publish my name 
in your Pen Pal section of TAN magazine. 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. 


Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I have been a TAN reader for quite some time, 
and I think your magazine is the most. 

I am a lonesome soldier and would like to 
hear from young people between the ages of 
17-23 years old. I am 22 years old, 584%” tall, 
weigh 140 lbs. I like dancing, swimming and 
all types of sports. Please publish my name 
as soon as possible, because I am very lonely. 
I] guarantee all letters will be answered, for | 
haven't any time for anything but writing. 

A/2C Gainey Wright 
AF 13469280 

3343 Student Squadron 
Amarillo Air Force Base 
Amarillo, Texas 


For several years I have been a reader of 
your magazine, and I have especially enjoyed 
reading about celebrities. Your stories mean 
so much to me, because I like to read about 
people and know what they are doing. 

I am a young colored girl attending Catholic 
high school and would like very much to corre- 
spond with some nice young men in the coun- 
tries of France, England and Germany, be- 
tween the ages of 19-22. I am 17, medium 
brown complexion, brown eyes, black hair, 
weigh 117 lbs., and am 5'6%4” tall. I shall be 
happy to exchange pictures and shall answer 
all letters received. 

My hobbies consist of short story and some 
poetry writing, basketball, reading, and music 
(Rock and Roll, classic, opera, Dixieland, some 
progressive jazz, and Negro spirituals) . 

Loretta Y. Pressley 
418 Saunders Ave. 
Philadelphia 4, Penn. 


I am an American reader of your TAN mag- 
azine, and every month I| can’t wait to get my 
wonderful TAN. This book has made many 
people happy. I am a very lonely woman. | 
would like to make friends in foreign coun- 
tries. I am 24 years old, weigh 140 lbs., brown 
eyes and light brown complexion. I would like 
to correspond with persons between the ages 
of 25-35. Every letter will be answered. 

Phelidee Spencer 
2560 Laftte Ave. 
New Orleans, La. 


I am a faithful reader of TAN. I like it very 
much, especially the Pen Pal section. I am 24 
years of age, 5’9” tall, which is very tall for a 
girl, This helps to make me even lonelier. 
Please ask some of the taller guys to come on 
and write. I will answer all letters. 

Carrie Lea Snipes 
720% Hatch St. 
Burlington, N. C. 


I am a marine in Jacksonville, N. C. I am in- 
terested in corresponding with a young lady 
between the ages of 16-20. I am 6’3” tall, and 
weigh 178 lbs. I am 20 years old and very 
handsome. I promise to answer all letters sent 
and will exchange photos. 

Pfc. Thomas P. Miller Jr. 
1568641 

HQ. HQ. Sq. 

M.C.A.F. New River 
Jacksonville, N. C. 


| would like to correspond with men in the 

service from ages 18-29. I am 19 years of age, 

light brown skinned, black eyes, black hair, 

height 5’6”, weight 130 Ibs. I will answer all 
letters and exchange photos. 

Miss Louise Banner 

Rt. 1, Box 322 


Clemmons, N. €. 


| would like to correspond with a Negro boy 

or girl. My pen pal need not come from the 

so-called higher circles. I am a 17-year-old 

German boy. I am interested in football, track, 

boxing, swimming, and the colorful happen- 
ings in the world. 

Horst Jung 

Essen 

Franziskanerstr. 56 a 

Germany 


| am a very lonely airman in Labrador. [ 
would like to correspond with some nice girls 
between the ages of 16-21. I am 19 years old, 
6’ tall, weight about 180 lbs., brown hair, me- 
dium complexion. I am willing to exchange 
photos with them. I will answer all letters re- 


ceived. 
A/2C Herman K. Jefferson 
AF 12 485 718 Box 42 
6606th Supply Sqdn. 
APO 677, N. Y., N. Y. 


I would like to become a member of your 
Pen Pal Club. I am interested in correspond- 
ing with lonely soldiers overseas. | am 24 
vears old, light brown complexion, long light 
brown hair, and grey-brown eyes. | am 5'7” 
tall, and rather on the heavy side. I would like 
to correspond with young men around the ages 
of 26-32. I will answer all letters and send a 


picture of myself. 
Muriel Haskins 


125 W. 112th St.. 2W 
New York, N. Y. 


I am a Christian girl, 23 years of age, weight 
130 Ibs., 5’3” tall, and dark brown complexion. 
| am a high school graduate and am a working 
girl. I would like to correspond with a Chris- 
tian man between the ages of 24-30. 

Annie Wise Smith 
416 Marion St. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 

c/o Reap 


As a brand new reader of TAN, I wish to 
congratulate you sincerely for your wonderful 
magazine. I am very interested in becoming 
a member of your Pen Pal Club. I am a Ja 
maican girl. I am 15 years old. I am of a 
brown complexion, brown hair and eyes. I am 
5’4” tall and weigh 100 lbs. My hobbies are 
dancing, letter writing. reading and all sports. 
| shall be very grateful for any assistance you 
can give me in corresponding with boys and 
girls hetween the ages of 16-20 from all parts 
of the U. S. and foreign countries. All letters 
will be answered and I will gladly exchange 
photos. 
Lorna Jean Comerie 

Forth George St. 

Port Antonio P. 0. 
Jamaica, B.W.L 
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By Gerri Major 


EAR GERRI MAJOR: 

I took a visiting girl out for an 
evening at the theater and dinner, and 
before that fatal night, was very much 
impressed with her. But her behavior in 
the restaurant embarrassed and shocked 
me. As soon as we were seated, she im- 
patiently called the waiter and ordered 
a cocktail. Later, she gave him the order 
for her dinner. I am not as well educated 
as the young lady, but have been taught 
the man asks his companion what she 
would like to drink and eat, and gives 
the order. The final blow to my high 
esteem of the visitor came at the end of 
the meal when she pushed aside her des- 
sert plate, opened a vanity bag, pro- 
ceeded to powder her face, paint her lips, 
darken her eyelashes with mascara (she 
moistened the little brush in her water 
glass), and comb through her bobbed 
hair. 1 was disgusted. My pal tells me 
I’m too finicky. What is your opinion? 

Everett Hall 
Chicago 
Dear Everett Hall: 

I, too, am shocked that an educated 
woman—you refer to her as a career 
gir—could be guilty of such bad taste. 
The only possible explanation is that 
sometimes in their struggle for equality 
on the job, career women lose the graces 
which prompted men to describe their 
sex as “the gentler.” This does not ex- 
cuse them, however, for no well bred 
woman deprives a man of his right to be 
solicitous about her wishes when in his 
company. 











What a picture you'll make with your 
LOVELY NADINOLA COMPLEXION 


oes your complexion welcome 

‘‘close-ups’’? Is it clear and 
bright, lovely and light? If not, you 
owe it to yourself to try NADINOLA 
Bleaching Cream, that marvelous 
skin beautifier, right away! 


Nothing—no nothing—will im- 
prove your complexion in so many 
different ways as NADINOLA. 


Is your skin dark and dull? 
NADINOLA will lighten and brighten 
it. Are you embarrassed by oily 
shine, enlarged pores and black- 
heads? Some creams try to cover 
up these complexion faults. But 
NADINOLA works within the skin to 
help correct them. 


FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine— 
75c and $1.25 





FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is - 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils Q 

to relieve dryness—75c and $1.25 


Perhaps your complexion has be- 
come sort of tired and old looking. 
NADINOLA will give it new freshness, 
make it look years younger. And 
many women buy NADINOLA just 
for their hands—to fade those ugly, 
freckled brown spots which spoil 
their beauty. 


NADINOLA works so fast that these 
wonderful results are guaranteed 
from just one treatment-size jar! 


So get NADINOLA right away at 
your favorite cosmetics counter. 
There are two kinds—one for oily 
skin, one for dry skin—both guar- 
anteed to satisfy you or your money 
back. NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 
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Introducing her son, Jan McClain, to the 
piano keyboard, Dorothy starts him out in 
her footsteps at a rather tender age. 
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dlone with a good book, Dorothy Donegan finds the peace and quiet preferable to the 
rumble-tumble atmosphere generated by a houseful of in-laws and hangers-on, all bent 
on managing the affairs of Dorothy Donegan, Inc. Pianist claims this ruined marriage. 
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OME PEOPLE can be very naive 
about things such as life and things 
happening in it. Others, whom | often 
invy, seem to take life in stride and ap- 
ar able to bounce back after the hard- 
blows. I can’t. It’s not in my makeup. 
Simple as that. I concentrate perhaps 
too much and have a one-track mind 
about things | believe in, such as love. 
| That’s one thing they say about wom- 
musicians: we lose ourselves in our 
profession and like ostriches, keep our 
heads in the sand until it is too late. 

| Ihave often heard it said that because 
the 


women who play it are easy marks in 


this concentration on music, 


tt sir love affairs and unless they are 
extremely lucky in love, they are apt to 
'get burnt, for it is hard to find the suc- 
~ cessful woman musician, singer or in- 
strumentalist, who can be tops in both 
departments. 

They either are superb performers or 
poor business people. When you get one 
who can watch her own interests and 
divide that time with the man she is in 
love with, you’ve come up with a miracle 
woman, to my way of thinking. 

Like many others I could name, in- 
cluding the great singers Marian Ander- 
son, Lena Horne and Kate Smith and 
pianists Rose Murphy and Hazel Scott, 
I prefer to rehearse, select my wardrobe 
and make time on my jobs without the 
worry over whether the engagement is 
the right one for me, whether there’s 
somebody on the job who knows the 
proper lighting for my act; somebody 
else to worry about train and plane con- 
nections, about good publicity and what 
might develop into bad publicity. 

I work hard, perhaps too hard, at my 


in, to the 
im out in 
or age. 














PLL NEVER LOVE AGAIN 


A famed pianist admits that ‘the right man’ may come along and 





By Dorothy Donegan 


steal her heart again. But for now, once around was enough. 


music and maybe I’m pressing too much 
to be perfect in the sense that pianists 
like Art Tatum, Teddy Wilson, Mary 
Lou Williams and Lennie Tristano are 
perfectionists in their styles. 

At any rate, it adds up that I can’t go 
it alone; at least, I believed I couldn’t 
and consequently, any man I go for all 
the way has to have strong shoulders to 
help me climb. 

Not that I want a jack-in-the-box type 
of man who pops up every time I press 
a button. And I’m not talking about a 
professional manager, one who sees in 
me only a person who can make money. 
There are too many of that kind around. 
I brush ’em off every day. 

The man I conceive of as an ideal is 
just that—a man. He doesn’t have to 
have a college degree, know the proper 
fork to use at dinner, own a ranch house 
and an El Dorado and winter in Florida. 

And he doesn’t have to play the he- 
man role, either, thinking that knocking 
me around is going to prove his love for 
me. 

I should say here that I don’t like 
crudity in any person, male or female, 
and the guy who spills soup on his shirt 
or gets his face all greasy eating barbe- 
cued ribs is not only lacking in appeal 
to me but is downright repulsive. 

What I wanted in love was companion- 
ship, the kind that exists between two 
persons perfectly tuned in on the same 
channel. 

I wanted love I could anticipate. 
Something I knew belonged to me with- 
out discussion which didn’t involve the 
business of taking on either side, but 
which existed because we knew and were 
satisfied that it was there. 


That’s why I married John T. Mc- 
Clain. 

Because he didn’t measure up is why 
we aren’t together after a stormy six 
years of trying to make our marriage go. 

And because of what happened to me 
as Mrs. John T. McClain, I hope I never 
fall in love again! 

You might very well ask the question: 
Who in the hell is Dorothy Donegan? 
Does she think she’s that great that me, 
Tom, Dick and Susie, would be inter- 
ested in her life with a guy named John 
T. McClain? Who cares? I’ve got to 
interest myself in her love life when I’m 
trying to have one of my own? When 
I’m perfectly satisfied with life and am 
getting up early in the morning to try 
and get some of that bread for me and 
mine? 

But I think Dorothy Donegan and 
John T. McClain are important to you 
and to millions of people who, if they 
thought about it, have or are going 
through the same experiences that hap- 
pened to John and me. 

That man put me on a psychiatrist’s 
couch! 

There were times when things buzzed 
in my head and I could barely distin- 
guish the black from the white keys as 
I tried to carve a career for myself in the 
highly competitive world of female jazz 
musicians. 

There were headaches, the frequent 
tensions that had my head whirling, my 
heart pounding and my eyes bleary try- 
ing to figure out what was happening 
to me. 

And as I see it, nothing in the world 
should have happened to me except the 
best. I came from a home in which love 
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Four weeks after Dorothy met 
businessman John T. McClain, 
he popped the question. And 


then the fireworks began. 


was the theme song. My mother, my dad 
and my younger brother constituted a 
circle that was warm with affection and 
sincerity. 

They gave me everything they could, 
including a musical education that I 
hope is second to none. I was protected, 
shielded from the roughness of the life 
that swirled around us on Chicago’s 
South Side where I was born 29 years 
ago. 
My mother, Mrs. Ella Donegan, my 
father, Don Donegan, and my brother 
taught me the basic harmony—that of 
people understanding and getting along 
with one another. 

Mom and dad were and still are just 
that. I never heard them quarrel or lift 
a voice at one another. Dad is still on 
the same job he had when I was born— 
a chef on the Burlington Railroad. 

With him away so often, Mom had the 
job of rearing me in the way he sc often 
told her he wanted his daughter reared. 

I got spanked by both many times as 
they worked to make me know right 
from wrong. Not punishment for things 
that personally annoyed them, but for 
committing acts they considered not only 
wrong but sinful. 

We were good churchgoers, devout 
but not fanatic. I was reared in St. 
Mark’s Episcopal Church. Mother and 
Dad still go there. 

As a kid, I had the normal crushes on 
boys who for the moment were my big- 
gest deals. Nothing serious. I was in 
and out of what I thought was love just 
that fast. 

That was good, it developed, for it per- 
mitted me to keep my mind on my music. 
I’ve been playing since I was five or 
thereabouts and my parents, seeing that 
I might be cut out to become a good mu- 
sician, got the best teachers for me in 
those early years of my career. I started 
out under Prof. Alfred Simms. At Du- 
Sable High School, where I was in Capt. 
Walter Dyett’s music department, I be- 
gan to develop into what they hoped 
would be a fine serious musician. 

But | got off the track now and then 
because, as did most of my classmates, 


20 


I became jazz-struck. Instead of devot- 
ing my full time to hard study of the 
works of the masters, my fingers would 
get restless and I’d stray into innova- 
tions and improvisations based on jazz 
themes which | found as easy as pie. | 
worked out my own version of W. C. 
Handy’s St. Louis Blues, a couple of 
boogie-woogies from records made by 
the Boogie Woogie Boys—Albert Am- 
mons, Meade Lux Lewis and Pete John- 
son. 

There was also a lot of Earl Hines in- 
volved, as was my idol, Art Tatum. | 
bought their records and tried to do the 
same things to songs they did. It wasn’t 
too hard, although I know now I was 
still several years away. I used to try 
all these things out on the kids at school 
during the study periods in the assembly 


VW ell-grounded in classi- 

cal music, Dorothy 

nevertheless chose the 

livelier medium of jazz 
for her career. 
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hall or during band rehearsals under 
Capt. Dyett and Mildred Bryant Jones 
from whom I learned harmony and coun- 
terpoint. 

Nevertheless, I did get a solid back- 
ground of the classics because I always 
wanted to be a concert pianist. But the 
idea of being a jazz pianist never left 
me. It was a secret ambition I nursed 
through hard practice sessions at home 
and when I was studying with the cele- 
brated Rudolph Ganz. Down inside | 





knew I’d never be satisfied until I could 
give full expression to what I wanted to 
do in music. 


ee I was getting quite a 

name for myself among the kids 
as a jazz pianist at various house parties 
and gatherings. They didn’t care about 
the lofty stuff. All they seemed to be 
aware of was that here was somebody 
who could play what one fellow called 
“some frantic piano.” 

My appetite for jazz seemed insatiable, 
now that I can look back on those days, 
I got hold of Fats Waller’s albums, lis. 
tened to them until I knew his every 
move. I began imitating these piano 
players I considered the greatest and 
slowly I began developing my instinct 
for this kind of music to the place where 
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I knew I wasn’t going to be a concert 
pianist. 

My folk, however, never dreamed 
what I was cooking up in my mind. They 
believed I was going ahead and was go 
ing to get on the bigtime as a female 
Horowitz or something. 

My brother, Leon, who is younger 
than I, also finished at DuSable, but his 
tastes were mechanical. Drafted into the 
Army very young, he studied mechanics 
while in Paris. (Continued on Page 62) 
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By Jane 


VER MAKE RESOLUTIONS and 
swear by your right arm you'd keep 
them? Most of us do sometime or other, 
but sooner or later we either forget ’em 
or break ’em before they are established 
as sound habits. 
We usually set up these rules for a 
urpose, especially if we are about to 
mbark on new adventures. Since the 
sic purpose is to better ourselves at the 


















beginning of these “self-improvement” 
jects, we often make our resolutions 
loo rigid. Six-foot hurdles are an im- 
ossibility, unreachable goals equally 
frustrating. A more experienced “reso- 
lution maker” realizes his physical and 
mental limitations and sets up a series 
of workable rules with flexible variations 
without losing sight of his goal. 

' More resolutions have been nipped in 
ithe bud by aspiring 
F over” artists because they were not elas- 
Ptic and could not be adjusted to meet 
the demands of faltering human nature. 
Here’s an important rule to remember 
| when making changes in your daily hab- 
Pits: start off with a few simple changes 
4 and tighten up gradually as you make 
| progress. However, it requires persever- 
© ance for accomplishment. 


> 


“T’ll-make-myself- 


| Teen-agers, especially at the beginning 

of a new school term, set up certain pro- 
cedures they intend to follow. Whether 
+ concert its branching out for more extra-curricu- 
lar activities, making new friends and 






dreamed more A’s on the report card, or vowing 
nd. They to be the “coolest cat in class,” these are 
| was go- still resolutions. Oftentimes they are not 
a female verbalized and quite frequently they are 
soon forgotten as the weeks pass. 
younger! Supposin’ that doesn’t happen and we 
., but his call attention to a few of these ideas that 
| into the can be worked on. 





Take for instance the headache of 
weekly allowances. You wouldn’t be too 
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Walters 


different from millions of other teen- 





agers if you felt you weren't getting 
enough spending money. It just goes so 
fast! So it does, and adults feel the same 
way. But remember when you receive 


your allowance you are the sole distrib- 
utor of your dollars and cents. It really 
isn’t “how much you get” but “what you 
do with what you get” that’s 
Are you an extravagant spendthrift who 


important. 


shoots the works on a big date or an ele- 
gant cashmere? Or maybe you’re just 


penny- 
pinchin’ Scrooge. Either trait is unde- 


the opposite . . . a squeezin’, 
sirable, but through careful manipula- 
tion of finances a happy medium can be 
reached. 

We suggest you start a chart account- 
ing for every penny you spend for a 
week. List the expenses that were neces- 
sary and those that weren’t. Next week 
you can predict your expenditures and 
What is left is 
your In 
terms, you now have a budget. And for 
Pete’s sake don’t be afraid of that word. 
The secret success of any workable 
budget is its flexibility. Learn the art of 
juggling your pennies (no embezzling, 


set aside this amount. 


“speculating sum.” simple 


please!) and in no time at all you'll be 
the financial wizard of the year. Cheerio! 

Next on the agenda is study habits. 
’Tis no secret that most teen-agers don’t 
have very good ones. Of course, we all 
can’t be Einsteins, but a good set of 
study habits can mean the difference be- 
tween a mediocre student or an excel- 
lent one. Studying is more than just 
reading. It is concentrated thinking and 
the amount of work accomplished in the 
time spent. 

In setting up good study habits there 
are a few things to think about. If loud 
noises don’t interfere or disturb you, 
(Continued on Page 75) 
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COLD WEATHER PAYS OFF in 
Profits for Men Who Sell New 
Insulated Shoes and Jackets . . . 
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with New 2-in-1 
Combination Deal 





JUST 3 SALES DAILY Earn You 
Up to $660 EXTRA Every Month! 





Get into a high paying business you can run from 
home. We rush you a! Free a powerful Start- 
ing Business Outfit. It contains everything you need 
3 make exciting = from the first hour. 
ou also get wonderfu es on everything you 
need for yourself or 
Take orders for just 3 of fast-selling combinations 
Here are just a fe ) and you earn —e to $660 per mon’ 
ere are just a few of the combinat ns folke buy from 


Insulated Jacket and leather Boot Combination 
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Nylon-Rayon Jacket . my Shell Cordovan Leather 
Oxford! (These combinat 8 Day Duslee Ce .50 profit 
per a eo ‘x put you lately by 
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Beauty of ro Mason business is that it i pe 
pny profits every month. Satisfied Fo caer | tom 
ime after time. That's Mason produets are are 
aver sold in stores . . . folks in your town must buy from 

you! Here's why it’s so easy to make big money: 

@ You show a selection no store can match! Over 106 doen, 
sport, work shoe styles cee dh pean raincoats 


e@ You can fit almos t every ma Sag = 
FREE range of sizes (2\- 15) yer (AAAA to 
e Y tock—yet you're never “out” of a size, 
style, or r width! With our Ay stock rer ® quarter 
py Wa of shoes) to draw on, you give customers 
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@ You feature qudeive Velvet-eez Atr Cushion inner 
soles . . . a biessing for men and women who work. 

* Mason r Aa have Good Housekeeping Guarantee Seal. 
© Folks really appreciate this convenient, 

of “shopp’ pping’ for boss at t home or work. oan” 
saves shopping around . . . saves money! 

Start new! To get your Mason Starting Business 

Outfit including the Mason “‘Miracie” Line, featuring 
eed aes, Sees - . . Silicone-tanned shoes 

that shed oss Shoe-Jacket wee ° 

other fast ing moneymakers - mail coupon 
today! We'll pF. your FREE { 
Outfit e exciting 


with everything you need to 
double profits from your first cn 

MASON Shoe Mfg. Co., vept.a72 
Chippewa Faiis, Wisconsin 
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MASON SHOE MFG. CO., Dept. 3/2 
Chippewa Falis, Wisconsin 
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their marriage for them. When the baby came anyhow 


out. C 
they took the wrong, Way 


i THE HOSPITAL window I can see bril- 
liant sunlight, gold-touched trees and smoky blue 
hills in the distance. My house is at the base of 
those gentle hills, and there I shall return tomorrow. 
Doctor Jackson told me this morning that I could 
go home. “You are so very fortunate, Mrs. Lang- 
ford. We never expected you to recover,” he’d said, 
and the pity in his eyes made me turn away. 

Bob, my husband, his face radiant with love said 
only minutes ago, “Kerry, dearest, tomorrow I'll 
take you home again. It’s been so terribly lonely 
without you. I’ve been so frightened.” And like a 
child he buried his face against my shoulder. 

Like a child! There it was again, the knife cut- 
ting through me in breath-stopping agony. All the 
black terror, all the bitter grief, the dreams forever 
dead. Dear God, I couldn’t go home! From my 
kitchen windows I’d see Lois Brandon hanging baby 
washing each day. When I looked out my wide ex- 
panse of living room windows I would see children. 
Children going to and from school, riding bikes, 
playing ball. I'd hear their voices, and the wound 
within me would tear open again. 
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ould there be any love 


“Bob, I can’t go home. Not ever. All those chil- 
dren—Oh I couldn’t stand it.” I sobbed wildly. 

“Darling, darling,” he murmured, “The world is 
full of children. You can’t hide from them nor 
forget about them. We'll adopt a baby if that will 
make you happy again. I’ll do anything, Kerry, if 
only you'll stop torturing yourself like this.” 

“I want my own baby. Ours, Bob, from the very 
beginning. I want to feel its first stirrings within 
me. I even want to grow big and wear maternity 
clothes. I want everyone to know I’m going to have 
a baby and be glad for me because I’m young and 
healthy and in love with my husband.” 

Bob’s face suddenly looked old and defeated. 
“Kerry, there are thousands of women that are de- 
nied the right of bearing a child. They manage to 
have normal, happy lives. Why, look at Bill Evans 
and his wife. . . .” 

“People like them can’t help it, Bob. We could 
have. We did this, you and I.” The words were out. 
Those ugly words that had hammered at my brain 
these past two weeks. We did it. All the pain, all 
the heartache, all the (Continued on Page 54‘ 





Y BABY’S LIFE. 








I wondered about the women in 

the future who would do as I had 

done. If I could tell them; if 

somehow I could reach their fool- 
ish hearts in time. 


Frank was married to Evelyn. But the wedding band wasn’t 


as binding as his mother’s apron strings. By the time Frank 


realized what was happening, his marriage was on the rocks. 


J HAD JUST heard the click of the 

telephone being hung up on the 
other end of the line when Mother’s voice 
came to me. 

“Frank, darling, you’re not calling 
Evelyn again, are you dear?” 

She said it the way she had said most 
things to me all my life; softly, chiding, 
mildly reproachful. It was the voice of 
the patient mother admonishing her 
naughty son. “Frank, you’re not in the 
cookie jar again, are you?” That’s the 
kind of thing it had been when I was a 
child. But despite its gentleness, there 
was persuasion in her voice, and I knew 
from experience that she was ready to 
back up those first, seemingly disinter- 
ested remarks with long—and violent if 
need be—argument. In my entire twenty- 
nine years I had never known anybody 
to win an argument with her. Few peo- 
ple tried, finding it easier to do things 
her way than to argue against her cold 


logic. Maybe that had been the trouble 
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with Evelyn. She always refused to give 
ground, fighting Mother at every turn, 
yielding not even in minor skirmish. 
Maybe— 

I let the telephone slip lightly in my 
hand, gripped it once momentarily, then 
dropped it back onto the cradle. It was 
hard to think about Evelyn, mostly be- 
cause I didn’t know what to think. She 
was so determined, so sure she was right. 
She was still my wife certainly, and I 
did not believe she wanted it to be any 
other way. Why, then, her stubborn 
refusal to work at our marriage? Why 
her unreasonableness in not seeing how 
it was impossible for me to move out of 
the house and leave Mother alone? If 
she truly loved me, she would under- 
stand. But Evelyn was selfish. She 
thought only of herself. Even now, just 
when I had finished my year of intern- 
ship and was ready to set up medical 
practice, she had left me, taking our 
three-year-old (Continued on Page 58) 











“She’s not a fit mother for your son, 
she doesn’t know how to rear him.” 








Billy Ward 


’M A BACHELOR 





By BILLY WARD ; 


Love, financial security, travel, glamour—these are the things the leader of a leading | « 


vocal group offers the woman who will be his wife. But she'll have to earn her keep. 


JT AM A BACHELOR. And I don’t 
like it. 

But let’s face it. The only reason I 
remain a bachelor, when happy marriage 
has so much more to offer, is that | 
haven't found a girl I consider to be the 
right life partner. 

| guess this sounds a little old-fash- 
ioned since it has become popular for the 
bride and groom to cross their fingers 
when the minister intones the “until 
death us do part” portion of the mari- 
tal contract. I’m from the old school 
that prefers to tell the truth. To me, the 
marriage vows are solemn promises. To 
put it bluntly, marriage is more than 
an eight-letter word to me. 

[ must admit that I meet quite a few 
beautiful and charming young women 
as I travel back and forth across the 
country. Every section of America has 
its share of attractive women, and | 
have seen lots of them in New York, 
Chicago, Las Vegas, Hollywood, and 
towns in between. But I have yet to 
meet the girl. 

And | don’t think I ask too much of 
a woman. My standards are not unusual. 
They are all outlined in the Ten Com- 
mandments, the marital contract, and in 
the Golden Rule. I believe they were 
part of the Great Plan when God created 
man and his help-mate, woman. 

Marriage can be the Garden of Eden 
regained. But pick a wrong partner and 
you're in for a trip through the torments 
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of hell. In the latter case, it is too often 
the children who suffer most. So why 
not be careful? 

Modern-day ballyhoo of sex in the 
press and movies has caused countless 
men to jump headlong into a marital 
frying pan. Some marry a pretty face, a 
sexy figure or a bankroll. Too late they 
find their dream castles tumbling about 
them because they failed to marry the 
only lasting part of a woman: her soul. 

Webster’s defines the soul as “the part 
of the human being that thinks, feels, 
and makes the body act; the spiritual 
part of the person.” | believe that unless 
there is a spiritual union along with the 
physical one, mere infatuation will not 
last. False love will fly out the window 
when time, familiarity, or illness take 
their toll of a woman’s physical attrac- 
tions. 

There are several reasons why it is 
difficult for me to find the right woman, 
even though J constantly meet new ones 
at night clubs, theaters, and halls where 
my group and I appear. Firstly, most 
serious-minded women are convinced 
that all show people are fickle. Second- 
ly, because of the nature of our work, 
moving about from city to city, it is not 
easy to form close, lasting friendships. 
Just when an entertainer meets someone 
he thinks he might like to know better, 
it’s time for him to travel on to keep an 
engagement hundreds of miles away. 
Sometimes it is months before we re- 
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turn to a city for a repeat performance. - 

Thirdly, it is a fact that there is a D 
rotten element—small though it is—that 

al 


gives all entertainers a black eye. | would 
be a liar and only fooling myself if | Pr 
were to deny that show business is in- 





fested with shady characters who are not » 
deserving of the rewards they are reap- a 
ing financially and in publicity. They “4 

0 


are the dope addicts, the sex fiends, and 
foul-mouthed degenerates who seem to m 
have no trouble grabbing the headlines. 
Contrasting them, thank God, we have I 
the truly great irreproachables like my 
good friend Nat Cole, lovely Lena Horne, 
and the ever-popular Mills Brothers. 
Their high standards of behavior and 
dedication to their art are examples 
worth emulating by all in show business. 
But unfortunately, it is the misconduct 
of a few who create the popular opinion 
that show people are bad risks in the 
romance department. 
I am neither preaching a sermon not 
pretending to be an angel. Sure, I 
made mistakes in my search for happ 
ness, dating all kinds of girls from 
England snobs to Hollywood star 
Some wanted me to quit show busin 
and settle down, others wanted me @ 
because they thought I could help th 
with their careers, and still others j 
gave up because life on the road kept 
away from them too much. But none¢ 
them—and this is significant—wanted to 
fit into my life. 
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AND DON’T LIKE 


There are good common sense reasons 
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why I have adopted a strict code of be- 
havior, in addition, of course, to the 
basic principles I was taught as a child 
in Chicago. I have worked hard to estab- 
lish myself in the world of entertainment, 





iding where everything one says or does is in 
the public eye. I feel I can be justifiably 
ceep. proud of my career to date. In addition 
to good showmanship, I insist on a good 
— musical background in presenting the 
. a Dominoes. 
i I believe our popularity—especially 
weil among teen-agers and young adults—is 
If if I precisely because we sell songs, not gim- 
al micks or tricks. Our repertory includes 
— some of the best vocal music written, and 
, reap. our songs, some of which I composed 
They and arranged for the group, are chosen 
1. an for their beauty and the romantic mes- 
—_ sages they convey. 
dlines. 
o hall AM in show business. It has brought 
ke my fame and fortune to me and the mem- 
Horne, 
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As a prominent figure in the entertainment world, Billy mingles with such stars as Jon 
Hall (1.) and Billy Daniels. The woman who becomes Mrs. Billy Ward will share his 
glamorous life, but he doesn’t intend to be taken in by barflies or slick chicks. 






Conferring with business associates the late Rose Marks and Joe Glaser, Billy gets 
pointers on management of his singing group. Billy says he will turn all executive duties 
of the Dominoes over to girl he marries. She will have to learn business world. 


bers of my creation, the Dominoes, who 
today are collectively regarded as one of 
the greatest vocal attractions in the 
world. It would be unthinkable for me 
to marry a woman who seeks to destroy 
the goose that is laying the golden egg. 

I agree with Dr. Albert Moll, who says 
in his Manual Of Sexual Science: 

“The link between husband and wife is 
re-enforced especially when it is possible 
for her to stand shoulder to shoulder 
with him in his life-work, to be adroit 
and efficient as a helpmate, even in de- 
tails and indirectly. 

“Perhaps this is why we find such 
comparatively happy marriages among 
small tradespeople, where the woman 
often helps by serving the shop, or 
among artisans, where she also often 
‘lends a hand with the job.’ ” 

I need a (Continued on Page 81) 
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Nan gave up a career for ; 





housewife’s life. She hated 


it, and she blamed Bob for it 


WAS SPRAWLED on the living ro 

window seat, my face in my ar 
when the sound of the screen door ope 
ing jerked me upright. For a panick 
second | thought it was Bob. Then 
lief came when | saw it was only 
cousin standing in the hallway, grinni 
at me. 

“Pearl. you startled me!” I exclaime 
“Whew!” 

“Well, you're mighty easy startle 
these days,” Pearl laughed. She ca: 
and plumped down beside me. “I kn 
why you jumped so, too. You thoug 
I was Bob, now didn’t you, doll?” 

“What are you, a mind reader?’ 
asked wryly. 

“Uhuh,” she chuckled. “I just got 
glimpse of your kitchen when I came 
Girl, Ill bet you haven’t touched it sini 
breakfast, have you?” 

“Well—no,” I shrugged. “And bef 
you ask, I'll tell you that I haven't ma 
our bed, either. So spare me the | 
ture.” 

“Girl, what am I going to do » 


you?” Pearl. demanded, shaking |! 


head in mock despair. 
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| shrugged again and lit a cigarette 


nd dropped the match into an overflow- 


x ash tray. “Do nothing until you hear 
m me,” I said sourly. 

‘Well, you better do something when 
i hear from me,” Pearl warned, glanc- 


r at her wrist watch, “because it is now 


vactly fifteen minutes past four!” 


“All of a sudden I don’t care,” | de- 
ired sullenly. 

‘Well, you will care when your hus- 
nd comes home and finds no dinner 
dy!” Pearl said, rolling her eyes at 
. “He gets here at five-thirty, doesn’t 


Right on the det, every day. But I 
ildn’t care less!” 

Nan!” : 

Oh, don’t sound so horrified. 1 mean 


My cousin bounced up and put her 
ds on her ample hips. “Girl, what 
- you? | mean, you're married now, 
nt you? Then why do you hate house 
rk so much?” 

‘| hate it because I don’t like it! I 
ithe and despise it!” Giving vent to a 
iden flare of anger and frustration, I 
bbed a newspaper from beside me 


| slammed it on the floor. Then un- 


‘pected sobs welled up in my throat 


| burst free. 


“Now, Nan—don’t,” Pearl begged, 


itting her arms around me. “Calm 


wn. It can’t be that bad!” . 
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He swept me into his arms again, but when 
he tried to kiss me, | averted my face. 





“But it is!” I wailed. “Bob simply 
won’t understand! He won’t even try. 
| don’t think you understand, either. Be- 
cause you like keeping house and cook- 
ing and—and all that stupid jive! Well, 
I don’t and I never will!” 

Pearl gave me an affectionate squeeze 
and in a tone of gentle chiding, said, 
“You mustn’t say things like that, doll. 
Just because you had that big newspaper 
job before you married Bob doesn’t 
mean you didn’t get a bigger and better 
one when you became his wife! Why, 
baby, that’s the woman’s part—making 
a home for the man while he makes the 
living for you both.” 





for those who like it, but I don’t like it! 
I scuffled hard to get through college and 
get my degree in journalism and I didn’t 
work up to being woman’s editor on the 
W orld-Graphic without sweating plenty! 
And just because I married Bob, I have 
to give it all up—toss it out the window 
like so much trash? It isn’t fair! Being 
married shouldn’t deprive me of my 
right to a career!” 

“You should have thought of all that 
before you got yourself married, Nan,” 
Pearl sighed. “But since you didn’t, you 
might as well make the best of it.” 

“T’ve tried,” I said wearily. “I’ve real- 
ly tried. But I’m not good at homemak- 


She had chosen to marry a dedicated. severe lawyer 


rather than dashing newspaperman Chick Jackson. 


Now. Nan wondered if it were not a terrible mistake. 





I pulled away and dabbed angrily at 
my tear-wet cheeks. “I’d rather make the 
living than stay home—and go crazy!” 

Pearl stared at me round-eyed. “You 
mean, you want Bob to stay home and 
you go back to work?” 

“No, of course not. But I could go 
back to work. And we could live in an 
apartment hotel—where there’s maid 
service. And have our meals out. What’s 
wrong with that?” 

“Pu-lenty!” Pearl exclaimed feelingly. 
“Living in a hotel! Eating in restau- 
rants! Girl, what kind of a married life 
would that make?” 

“A better one than we've got now,” I| 
declared bitterly. 

Pear! shook her head and regarded me 
troubledly. “Nan, I just don’t under- 
stand you, baby. Like you said, / like 
being a housewife. And I love to cook 
and do things to make my little old egg- 
headed husband happy. Because that 
makes me happy, too.” She shook her 
head again, then said thoughtfully, “but 
maybe that’s because I happen to love 
that character I married.” 

‘Well, I happen to love the one I mar- 
ried, too!” I said. “I mean, I love him 

as a man, but not as the lord of crea- 
tion who thinks he can make me over 
into the kind of house slave his mother 
is! Him and his outdated jive about 
a woman’s place being in the home! Be- 
cause that isn’t necessarily so! It’s okay 
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ing. And I don’t like anything connected 
with it! I was making one hundred and 
fifty dollars a week on the newspaper. 
As a housewife I’m not worth a hundred 
and fifty cents a week! And besides, | 
have a profession just like Bob has. And 
I just don’t see why | should give it up 
simply because I married him!” 

“Well, doll, don’t glare at me,” Pearl 
said mildly. She picked up the newspa- 
per I’d thrown to the floor and smoothed 
it out. “Hmm! This week’s World- 
Graphic—with another of them big front 
page stories from India by your friend 
Chick Jackson. Well!” 

“What’s wrong with that?” I de- 
manded, irked by her smug tone. “He’s 
doing the reporting job Mr. Luffbury 
sent him over to do, isn’t he? And a 
darned good job, if you ask me.” 

“Sure, sure,” Pearl agreed. Then she 
said casually—too casually, “But the way 
I heard it, Chick asked to be sent over 
there—the day after you and Bob up and 
eloped.” 

“So what?” I asked, provoked. “He 
asked to cover the Korean war, too, 
didn’t he?” 

“Well, I was just wondering. You 
know, old fires don’t always go out when 
they should, and—and like that.” 

“I married Bob because I loved him, 
and Chick has nothing to do with the 
trouble between Bob and me, if that’s 
what you’re hinting at!” 

“All right, all right, Nan,” Pearl said 





placatingly. “But how does Bob fee 
about all this cold war on house work? 
Does he know how you feel?” 

“He most certainly does! I don’t bite 
my tongue about letting him know!” 

“‘And then what happens when you do 
that?” 

I frowned at the floor. “Well, truth. 
fully, we—we usually get into a big fuss, 
Only he calls his part of it “discussing’, 
Because he never loses his temper!” 

“IT bet you do!” 

“How can I help it? With him ‘i. 
structing’ me about a wife’s duty to her 
husband! And all that nineteen-hundred 
stuff! That man makes me so furious 
sometimes, I could murder him!” 

“Well,” Pearl advised dryly, “don’t go 
doing nothing like that. On account of 
they put you in the pokey for killing 
people, even your own husband. Have 
you two had a fight lately?” 

“Yes, last night,” I admitted. “I—] 
burned the lamb chops.” I held up a 
bandaged wrist. “I burned that, too, 
And to top off the lamb chop deal, I’d 
forgotten to make our bed again. And 
he acted like I was a—a stupid fool!” 

“Humph! So that’s why you're so edgy 
today, huh?” 

I nodded miserably. 

“Kind of sounds like this foolishness 
is getting sort of serious, Nan. You 
know?” 

I felt tears slide down my face as | 
nodded again. 

“Well, are you going to do anything 
about it?” 

“T don’t know!” I cried hysterically. 
“And right now, I don’t care!” Then 
bursting into tears again, | sprang up 
and ran upstairs to the bathroom and 
slammed the door. I cried for a long 
time, feeling as if my heart were break- 
ing. Because I did love Bob. But he was 
making me hate him, too, by treating me 
like a child. How I could love and hate 
him at the same time, I didn’t stop to 
question. All I knew was, that’s the way 
it seemed to me. 


Lined I finally got my cry out, | 
bathed my face in cold water, re 


newed my lipstick and combed my hair 
and went downstairs. Savory smells came 
from the kitchen which, as I instantly 
noted, had been restored to cleanliness 
and order. As I entered, there was Pearl 
sliding a big pan of biscuits into the 
oven. 

“Pearl!” I (Continued on Page 76) 
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PUETRY 


Recipe for Love 


Take two parts nothin’, mixed with 
sand 
Shake it well, you’ve got a man 


Take three parts soft, add some 
curl 
Stir it lightly, you’ve got a girl 


Now take them both and mix them 
well 
And soon you’ve got a wedding bell 


Just ring it gently, that will do 
And you’ve got happiness, baked 
for two 
—Louie Robinson 


Woman’s Reason 


I love you like I love the rain, 

Coursing down my windowpane. 

Love you gentle, love you rough, 

Love you when you sound real 
tough. 

I have no doubt, no frantic fear, 

Whenever I feel your presence 
near. 


I love you like I love the sun, 
Warm and bright when winter’s 
done. 
Love you sad and love you gay, 
Love you when you're far away. 
But, most of all, I love you when 
You’ve bgen hurt—you need me 
then. 
—Florance Williams 


Invoice Query 


Daffodils and love songs, 
Coins for trolley fare, 
Candy, books and violets, 
Taxis here and there 


Nickel, dollar, sixpence, 
Roses, dinners, shows— 
These are things I cost you... . 
Now, my dear, suppose 


I make out a statement 
For the things you cost— 
Is it fair to charge you 
For the heart I lost? 
—Gladys Martin 


UF LUVE 


Death of Love 


Once I had a love so true 

Now you're gone and I am blue 
Someday you may feel this way, too 
When your lover has left you 


For when you pour out your heart 

And mean it from the start 

Only to find your love must part 

You feel it’s the work of the devil’s 
art 


Forever darling will I try 

To erase the hurt of your goodbye 
So alone I now sit and sigh 

And remember a love you let die 


—Pfc. George Blake 


Love Me 


My head bows down in shame 
My soul no rapture reveals 

I cannot disclaim 

This guilt my heart reveals. 


The moment I walked through the 
door 

And journeyed from your side 

I would gladly have returned 

Except for my foolish pride. 


If you’d take me back again 

And love me as before 

I'd have all that earth allows 

And never want for more. 
—Joyce Hayden 


Tribute 


All there is in life is you; 
Hope and gladness; joy and 
pain, 
Grass of green and sky of blue 
Then sunshine coming after rain. 


You are like the changing seasons; 
Ever different, ever new, 
That there are so many reasons 
Why I keep on loving you. 
—Vera Bromley 


DRUNKENNESS 


DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
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Billy spelled just two things for 


Ailene: love and trouble. If she 
turned him over to the cops, he would 


hate her forever. If she didn’t—. 


BETRAYED Al) 






af 





_ DFEEL LIKE A HEEL if vou turned him 
im. You d never get over being sorry. And Bills 
Would hate your guts forever. Do what vou want to, 
Rileme. but remember this: if vou ca the cops to 
Beis. he tl always hate vour guts!” 

| stopped pred ing up and down in the living room 
Miety sinall apartment and looked at Fllen. 1 pon- 
dered ber words. | wondered wl! Was right Kellen 
or I. 

Pilen Was a pretty girl. one of the prettiest. Vd 
ever known. She and [ worked pogernet in a food y 
processing plant on the west side of hicago. She 
Mae the closest friend | had. and that was why I 
had called her tonight. | had this problem about 
Bite and | thought she could help me solve it. 

Bulk was in trouble with the iw. [he COps SUS- 
pected Min of murder. | knew he was innocent Of 
fiat erinie. but he did belong to the small eange that 


Nad shel a tan in an attempted robbery. : ‘ 


Wet ve said. | knew Billy was innocent of murder. ) N \ was La \ 
R : \ 4 : + \ ‘i \ 


Batt believed that if he gaye himself up and took ' . | 
Ris tnedicine. he'd be able to vo straight when he 
Bor out of prison. | loved him. | wanted to marry | 
him. Id help him @o straight. | was sure that the 
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I twisted in his grip, but his 
hands grasped me tightly by 
the throat and his fingers dug 
deeply into my soft flesh. I 
struggled, but the more I did, 
the tighter his grip became. 























ging soft, cool notes from his golden horn, 


peter Miles Davis closes his eyes in the 
lassic pose of the creative musician. 
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In the pulsating world of 
modern jazz, soft-trumpet- 
ing Miles Davis is top idol. 


NE OF THE most influential styl- 
ists in jazz history, Miles Dewey 
Davis is the thin, almost ascetic-looking 
young man who took the brassy, sharp- 
sounding trumpet and made it over in 
his own image. 

A major force in jazz circles for al- 
most a decade now, Miles, despite his 
youth, has had a profound influence on 
the development of the modern jazz 
school, of which he is the reigning idol 
and, some say, the major figure. Not 
too well known to the general public, 
despite his stature in jazz circles, the 
30-year-old trumpeter scaled such peaks 
of melodic passion in 1955 that critics 
voted him into a tie with Dizzy Gillespie 
as the world’s greatest trumpet player. 

The man Miles and his art are of a 
piece. Small of stature, somewhat aloof. 
his sharp eyes hidden by huge, black- 
rimmed glasses, Miles, the man, is the 
perfect complement to Miles the mu- 
sician. His music, at once fragile, haunt- 
ing and earthy, reflects this. The trum- 
pet, in his hands, assumes a different 
role than it does in, say, the hands of an 
Armstrong, an Eldridge or even a Gil- 
lespie. Blessed with probing sensitivity, 
Miles plays with the subtlety of a poet, 
bouncing along with Mozart-like spright- 
liness on up-tempo tunes, crying with 
the bottomless need and haunting bitter- 
ness of Billie Holiday on ballads like 
It Never Entered My Mind. 

In his hands, the trumpet becomes 
more—and less—than a trumpet. Search- 
ing, developing, he plays almost always 
in the middle register, eschewing high 
register pyrotechnics. His cool, serene 
sound has been likened to a “man walk- 
ing on eggshells.” It has been called 
worse things by critics who say that S. 
M. (since Miles) almost nobody plays 
the old full-bodied, Sousa trumpet that 
made the instrument a jazz staple. 

A knowledgeable theorist himself, 
Juilliard-trained Miles is unperturbed 
by such charges (“I never read critics,” 
he says). In the front ranks of jazz since 
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A onetime Juilliard student, 
Miles rose to fame in shadow 
of the late Charlie Parker. 


the middle forties, when he was the alter 
ego of saxophonist Charlie Parker, Miles 
is a bold, restless artist who enjoys his 
perch on the exposed frontiers of mod- 
ern music. 

In 1949, for example, he led the famed 
Capitol recording session that signalled 
the beginning of the Cool School. Since 
then, he has led a series of combos and 
contributed a whole batch of brilliant 
records that have scriptural value for 
modern jazz students. 

Miles played with such startling con- 
sistency in 1955 that critics and fans 
salaamed at his feet. He made it official 
with the stunning personal triumph at 
the Newport Jazz Festival, where he ap- 
peared unheralded and left a hero. 
Playing with a pick-up group, he cast 
a spell over the audience, giving, one 
critic noted, “his gentle, curved utter- 
ances such definition and beauty that the 
crowd was held quiet as a mouse.” 
Tongue in cheek, Miles says: “All I did 
was play Round About Midnight. I don’t 
know what the shouting is about. I’d 
been playing that way for ages.” 

Overnight, the lean trumpeter with 
the Gandhi physique and the hoarse 
voice of Louis Armstrong blossomed 
into a night-club personality. He ex- 
panded his booking base. His person- 
ality, occasionally cold and forbidding, 
thawed out. New York’s famed Birdland 
signed him to a contract, calling for 20 
weeks a year. And one of the major 
record companies got his name on a con- 
tract which becomes operative when his 
present ties to Prestige Records expires. 

Now playing with a vigorous new 
juintet, Miles is still thinking, planning 
and blowing vital jazz. The combo is 
made up of Paul Chambers, a Detroit 
youngster who is the most talked-about 

ew bass player in the country; Red 
Gardland, an excellent new pianist from 
Philadelphia, and John Coltrane, a Son- 
1y Rollins-influenced tenor player. “It’s 
nice little five-piece combination,” 
Miles says proudly. “We’re not trying to 
rove anything. All we want to do is 
low.” 

He plans to use his new record connec- 

ons to cut some big band compositions, 
idds: “I want to experiment with minor 
noods, old folk songs. The big band 
will be about 20 pieces, including wood- 
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After tying with Dizzy Gillespie for the most votes in the trumpet division of Down 
Beat magazine’s 1955 international jazz critics poll, Davis is presented a plaque by 
the magazine’s New York editor, Nat Hentoff. With the 30-year-old musician is his 


wife, Susan, pretty Manhattan model. 


winds, and introduce a fresh, new sound.” 

No Johnny-come-lately, Miles grew up 
with modern jazz. Born in Alton, IIl., in 
1926, he was raised in East St. Louis, 
where his family moved in 1927. When 
he was thirteen, his father, a dentist, 
gave him a trumpet for his birthday. 
Shy and introspective, Miles poured all 
his energy into the brass instrument, was 
soon the local rage. He played in the 
high school band and with local outfits, 
listened to records hungrily (Freddy 
Webster, Dizzy) and sat in with the big 
bands that passed through St. Louis. 

In the early forties, he met Dizzy Gil- 
lespie and Charlie Parker, when they 
visited St. Louis in the historic Billy 
Eckstine orchestra. Billy has said: “He 
used to ask to sit in with the band. I’d 
let him so as not to hurt his feelings, 
because then Miles was awful.” 

In 1945, the 19-year-old musician went 
to New York to study at Juilliard. He 


A bantam-weight, Miles boxes as a hobby. 


ended up studying jazz in the raw—in 
the bistros of 52nd Street and Harlem.” 
He looked up Parker, who remembered 7 
him and took him on as protégé. On his 
first record date with Parker, Miles was 
so unnerved that he couldn’t play his 
solo and Dizzy Gillespie, who was pianist 
on the date, had to play the trumpet part, 
too. “Bird used to make me play,” he 
recalls. “He used to lead me on the 
bandstand. I used to quit every night. 
The tempo was so up, the challenge was 
so great.” 

In time, Miles met the challenge. And 
he miraculously retained his identity, 
though he came to musical maturity in 
the shadow of Parker, who was the 
greatest improviser of his time. “I never 
listened to Bird,” Miles says, “while I 
was playing with him. You can feel what 
a person is playing and not listen. It’s 
like hearing a ballad over and over, 
twenty times or (Continued on Page 82) 
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Tommy was young and inexperienced—putty in the hands of a love-starved married 
woman. He didn’t realize he was getting into trouble with Wilma until it was too late. 


NE REASON YOU don’t often see same mistakes winds up either “in society may not condemn a man who 
the “confessions” of young fellows trouble” or with a bad reputation. The breaks the moral code or judge him as 
like myself is that the mistakes we make _ result is the attitude that most people harshly as the woman involved, he must 
in life are laughingly passed off as “sow- have that a man can “get away with eventually pay for his sin—in one way 
ing wild oats” or part of growing into anything.” or another. 
manhood. A young girl making the very I don’t believe this is so. For while My mother and father were church 
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His mother was against it, and his father warned him to go 


slow, but Tommy had to learn the facts of life in the country 


club set for himself. It was just his luck to do it the hard way. 


leaders in our neighborhood of the east- 
ern city where we lived. And in a way, 
that made what I did ten times worse 
than it might have been otherwise. I was 
brought up to be a “nice” boy—to go 
to church on Sundays, to study hard in 
school, and to show grownups the proper 
respect. I guess the only thing that saved 
me from being a goody-goody “mama’s 
boy” was the fact that I was so good in 
sports. I was on the track team at West 
Side High and was captain of the tennis 
team. 

Tennis was my real love, and during 
the summer I practically lived at the 
public courts in the park. The trouble 
was, when the weather was nice it was 
almost impossible to keep a court for 
longer than one or two games because 
of the other players waiting. Finally, 
Ray, my best friend, and I decided to 
join the Crestview Tennis Club, which 
had its own club house and excellent 
courts. Ray’s parents had no objection, 
but I had trouble convincing mine. 

“Crestview?” my mother said, frown- 
ing a little at Ray and me. “What’s 
there for young boys like you two?” 

“Why, they have nice tennis courts, 
Mrs. Hill,” Ray said politely. 

“And a bar where they serve intoxi- 
cating drinks!” Mom added. 

“But we just want to play tennis, 
Mom!” I explained. 

She looked at me sternly. “Thomas, 
you know very well I disapprove of the 
fast set that hangs around that club. A 
regular den of iniquity, that’s what it 
is!” 

“Aw, Mom...” 

“Some of those married women, they 
tell me, aren’t even living with their hus- 
bands,” Mom continued in a scandalized 
tone. “That’s certainly not fit company 
for a couple of 17-year-olds!” 

[| jammed my fists into my pockets and 
sulked. I looked at Ray disgustedly. He 
said, “Gee, Mrs. Hill! If Tommy can’t 
join Crestview, then maybe my folk will 
change their minds. Tommy and I have 
been pals ever since we were kids, Mrs. 
Hill, and we haven’t gotten into any 
trouble so far.” 


Mom nodded her head. “That’s right, 
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Raymond, and I want it to stay that way. 
You’re good boys, and believe me in 
these days that’s something to be thank- 
ful for.” 

“Please, Mom . . .?” I begged. 

“I’ve said all I’m going to say on the 
subject, Thomas,” she said sharply. 
“Now, if you want to go and pester your 
father, go right ahead. But | know his 
answer will be the same as mine.” 

She was right—except that Dad must 
have remembered when he was a boy 
and wanted something real bad. Any- 
way, between the two of us, Ray and I 
managed to win him over. He finally 
agreed to give me the membership fee, 
just as Ray’s parents had done for him. 
I guess there were plenty of times later 
when Dad wished he had kept saying no 
like Mom had. 

Playing tennis at the club had the pub- 
lic courts beat all hollow. Crestview was 
sort of exclusive and there weren’t many 
people around during the early morning 
hours when Ray and I put in most of 
our practice. 

We soon discovered that the kids our 
age were no match for us on the courts 
so it turned out that we spent most of 
our time with the older members of the 
club, the big brothers and sisters—even 
the mothers and fathers—of the teen- 
agers. Of course, I didn’t tell my folk 
that part of it. They wouldn’t have liked 
that any better than the dancing we did 
in the clubhouse. 

It soon developed that Mom had been 
worrying about the wrong thing. The 
trouble didn’t start with dancing or 
drinking. It started with women—and 
in a big way. 

During the morning, some of the 
women came out to play without their 
husbands or boy friends, who were away 
at work. And Ray and I soon found our- 
selves coaching the women. At first, we 
resented always being asked to join in a 
pitty-pat game with women who seemed 
more interested in how they looked in 
shorts rather than how well they played. 
But I must admit that it made us feel like 
tennis pros, handing out advice and dem- 
onstrations all over the place. 

Of course, there were some women 


who played a good, hard game. One of 
them, I noticed, was better than the 
others. She never asked Ray or me to 
play with her and she always waited until 
Dave Harmon, the president of the club, 
could play with her. 

“Man, that’s Dave’s wife!” Ray told 
me one afternoon when I asked who she 
was. 

We were sitting on the lawn of the 
clubhouse relaxing after a long workout. 
“His wife?” I asked in astonishment. 

“Yeah. Her name is Wilma, I think.” 

Dave was pushing 40, I knew, and to 
a kid of 17, a man that age seems posi- 
tively ancient. He ran a pharmacy shop 
on the other side of town so I didn’t 
know him very well. He was a nice 
enough guy, from what I’d seen of him 
around the club, and a darned good ten- 
nis player. Wilma looked young enough 
to be Dave’s daughter. She was very 
good looking and had a trim, hard. 
muscled body with just enough curves 
to let you know she was a woman, even 
though from a distance she looked like 
a boy running around out there on the 
courts. 


WATCHED her smash a hard, fast 
“ ball and laughed as Dave waved his 
racquet and missed. “You sound like 
you think you could do better,” Ray said. 

“If I couldn’t do better than that old 
man, I’d take up knitting!” I boasted. 

“Tll bet she’d run your natural socks 
off,” Ray retorted. 

“If I let her,” I chuckled, then nudged 
him and added, “Something tells me I'd 
let her!” 

Ray raised up on one elbow and eyed 
me closely. “I said she was Dave’s wife. 
So cool it, pal.” 

“Aw, I heard you. You know I was 
just talking.” 

But for some reason, I couldn’t take 
my eyes off the slim, bronzed figure that 
dashed so gracefully to and fro. 

A few days later, I was sitting in the 
clubhouse waiting for Ray to show up, 
when I heard a voice beside me. “Have 
you got a light, please?” 

I turned and found myself looking into 
the eyes of Wilma Harmon. She held a 
cigarette between her lips and took it out 
when she saw my face. “Oh, it’s you,” 
she said with a smile. “You’re Tommy 
Hill, aren’t you?” 

I gulped and nodded, fumbling in my 
pockets for a book of matches. I found 
them and held the flame to the tip of her 
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cigarette. For some reason my hand 
shook and she put her hand lightly on 
mine to steady it. Her touch was like an 
electric shock and it was all I could do 
to stand still until she got a light. 

“You know my name,” I said awk- 
wardly, shifting from one foot to the 
other. 

She nodded, tossing her shiny black 
curls that were encircled by a bright red 
ribbon. “I’ve watched you play and | 
asked who you were.” 

Her friendly smile put me at ease. | 
suggested we have a coke and sit out in 
the sun. We took our drinks out on the 
lawn and sat down. “You play a very 
good game,” Wilma said after a mo- 
ment. 

“Thanks. Good enough to play with 
an expert like you?” 

“I think you’re good enough to give 
anyone around here a tough battle,” she 
said, “and that goes for Dave, too. But 
you're wrong about one thing, Tommy. 
I’m no expert.” : 

“Don’t kid me,” I laughed. “I’ve 
watched you, too. You’re so good you 
don’t even bother to play with guys like 
me.” 

Her face clouded. “I’d love to play— 
with you or any of the other fellows,” 
she told me, “only—well, I have my 
reason.” 

I shook my head. “It must be a good 
one.” 

She turned and looked at me for a 
long time. “It is, Tommy.” She tugged 
at a handful of grass. “Oh, I might as 
well tell you because you'll find out 
sooner or later.”” She paused a moment, 
biting her lip nervously. “It’s Dave— 
my husband,” she said quietly. 

“You mean he won’t let you play with 
anybody but him?” I asked in astonish- 
ment. 

“Nothing as crude as that,” she said 
solemnly. “You’re new around Crest- 
view but you’ll soon be avoiding me like 
all the other men here. You see, Dave 
is the jealous type. He thinks that every 
man who looks at me wants to—well, in 
order to avoid arguments with Dave, the 
fellows treat me like poison ivy.” 

I stared at her. “Well, I’ll be—” 

“It’s a wonderful arrangement for 
Dave,” she continued, as if she had been 
wanting to talk to somebody for a long 
time. “He doesn’t have to worry about 
me this way, but it’s hell on me. All I 
can do is sit around here and wait for 
him to take some time off at the shop. 


Then I can play—with him.” 

I had never heard of anything like 
that before and I decided that grownups 
were nuttier than I thought they were. 
“You mean he doesn’t like for you to 
play with anybody?” 

She shrugged her shoulders. “That’s 
what it amounts to. The women don’t 
like to play against me because I’m too 
good, and the men—” she shrugged her 
shoulders again. 

Suddenly she grabbed my arm. “But a 
kid like you, Tommy! Dave couldn’t 
possibly object to that,” she cried hap- 
pily. 

Hearing her call me a kid didn’t sit so 
well with me, but when she jumped up 
and held out her hand to me, I grabbed 
it and we ran down to the courts. She 
was a very good player and it was all I 
could do to hold my own with her. We 
got in a game before Ray finally wan- 
dered up. I grinned at the way his eyes 
bugged when he saw who I was playing 
with. 

After Wilma thanked me for the game 
and went back to the clubhouse, Ray 
came up to me and said, “Man, you don’t 
care what happens to you!” 

“You've got to talk plainer than that,” 
I said, playing it cool. “I don’t dig.” 

“You'll get dug!” he warned. “Her 
old man is twice as big as you and he 
eats guys who even look at his wife.” 

“Relax,” I said lightly. “The lady 
asked me to play a game with her and 
I’m too well brought up to refuse.” 

Ray just looked disgusted and trotted 
out onto the court. 

I had several games with Wilma be- 
fore the Saturday night get-together that 
week. She asked me if I’d be at the 
dance and | said yes, although neither 
Ray nor I had ever been before. Ray 
wasn’t particular, but he agreed to go 
with me and we made up a good tale to 
tell my mother. She’d never have let me 
go if we'd told her the truth. 

The dance was more fun than I ex- 
pected. There were several girls our age 
there and Ray and I had a ball. I was 
taking a breather when Dave Harmon 
walked up to me. He was a tall, good- 
looking man with grayish hair at the 
temples, which the women said made 
him look distinguished but to me were 
a sure sign of old age. 

“Hi,” Dave said, waving his highball 
glass at me. “You’re Tommy Hill, aren’t 
you?” 

“That’s right,” 1 answered, wondering 





whether he was going to give me hell for 
breaking the unwritten law about playing 
tennis with his wife. 

“Wilma tells me you’re a terrific play- 
er,” he said, “good enough to make the 
team this year.” 

“I guess she left out about all the 
times she’s beaten me,” I said. 

Dave laughed. “No, she told me that, 
too. But that’s to be expected. Wilma’s 
one of the best around here—I taught 
her,” he added proudly. Then he said 
unexpectedly, “I’d like to see for myself 
how good you are. How about meeting 
me here tomorrow morning?” 

1 nodded, and he moved away. | still 
wondered what was really on his mind, 
what was behind his offer to play with a 
newcomer like me, but at the same time 
I was flattered. I found Ray and told 
him about it. “Maybe he’s going to beat 
you to death with a tennis racquet,” Ray 
said. 

“Very funny!” I snapped. “Just be- 
cause his wife spoke to me a few times, 
you start talking like a clown.” 

“All I know is what I hear,” Ray in- 
sisted. “I heard Dave caught her in a 
car with some cat and pulled the guy out 
and—” 

I spotted Wilma entering the club- 
house. “Later!” I said, and hurried over 
to her. She was wearing a simple white 
sheath that was split on each side almost 
to the knee, showing the full, rounded 
calf of her leg. She looked like she had 
been poured into the gown and however 
tomboyish she appeared on the courts, 
there was no mistaking now that she 
was a gorgeous woman as well as a good 
athlete. 

“Tommy-boy!” she greeted me. “Wel- 
come to the Crestview free-for-all!” 

She grabbed my hand and squeezed it 
hard. From the way she held on to it 
I could tell she’d had quite a bit to drink. 

“Free-for-all? 1 think this is a won- 
derful party,” I told her. 

She giggled. “That’s because you 
don’t know what’s going on behind the 
scenes,” she whispered in confidential 
tones. “Come on, have a drink with me 
and I'll dish all the dirt!” 

“Sure,” I said and followed her to the 
bar, wondering if she’d laugh at me 
when I ordered a coke. But she didn’t 
seem to notice; she was too busy nursing 
her own drink. 

“Let me put you hep to what’s hap- 
pening, Tommy darling,” Wilma said, 
leading me off (Continued on Page 72 ) 
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SHOULD YOUR 
CHILD GO TO 
NURSERY SCHOOL? 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 
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spoiled, and almost every five 
minutes we’re in a fight about something. 
She snatches the baby’s toys and teases 
him constantly. He’s getting more and 
more assertive and it’s really warlike at 
our house. What can I do?” Mrs. Smith 
looked at me questioningly. 

“Cynthia is just about three now, isn’t 
she?” I asked. “How much does she get 
to play with children her own age... © 
other big boys and girls of three or 
four?” I continued. 

Mrs. Smith answered, “Oh, at least 
once a week we visit my sister or she 
visits us. She has a little boy who is 
five, but Cynthia doesn’t know how to 
play with him either, and I dread those 
visits.” 

“Well, Cynthia is at the age where she 
could benefit greatly from companions 
in her own age group, and there is one 
place that these can be had under proper 
supervision. Have you considered . . .?” 

“Stop, Doctor,” Mrs. Smith __inter- 
rupted, “I know just what you're going 7 
to say. Have I considered nursery school 
for Cynthia?” 

“I certainly was,” I laughed. “How 
did you suspect?” 

“Just the other night my husband said 
he thought it would be the best thing for 
our little girl. She’s so unhappy now. 
But I wondered, should I send her to 
nursery school? Would it be the right 
thing for her?” Mrs. Smith’s question 
rang a familiar bell in my ear. 

So often at this time of year I’m asked 
this question by parents who are not 
quite sure that nursery school is for 
their child. And, as is often the case, 
there is no one pat answer that I can 
give. In each case it depends upon the 
individual child. 

However, there are numerous things 7 


that parents who are thinking about & 


nursery school would do well to consider 
first, because a properly set-up pre 
(Continued on Page 71) 
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HERE’S A WIDE variety of beef 

cuts on the market from which to 
choose these days: porterhouse steak if 
your pocketbook permits, or pot roast 
and the less expensive cuts if your budg- 
et calls for economy. Meat is the center 
of the menu and it occupies an import- 
ant place in the food budget. It’s always 
wise to investigate some of the economy 
cuts of meat, and this fall the supply of 
beef is plentiful. Watch for good beef 
buys and you'll save pennies to fatten 
your piggy bank. 

Pot roast, one of the most popular in- 
expensive beef cuts, will be a top favor- 
ite with the whole family if you follow a 
few basic rules. Since it is a less tender 
cut it requires moist cookery, slow and 
long. For a rich brown color, be sure 


Favorite Meat Loaf 


Combine 1% lbs. ground beef with % cup finely chopped onion, 
2 tsp. salt, %4 tsp. pepper, %4 tsp. sage, %4 tsp. poultry season- 
ing and 1 tbsp. Worcestershire sauce. Beat 2 eggs and add to 1 
cup tomato juice. Cube 4 slices bread and soak in liquid mixture. 
Beat well. Add to meat and mix. Shape into a loaf and bake at 
350°F. for 1% hours. Top with catsup or hot tomato sauce. 
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INEXPENSIVE COTS OF BEE 


the roast is thoroughly browned in hot 
fat. Add liquid in small amounts so that 
the meat will retain its brown color and 
braise rather than stew. Keep the bottom 
of the utensil covered with other liquids 
as needed. Use water, tomato juice, fruit 
juice, sour cream, wine or any combina- 
tion of liquids. For the seasoning, ex- 
periment with small amounts of herbs 
and spices, onions, garlic, chili, curry or 
special commercially-prepared season- 
ings. In buying pot roast allow % to 1 
pound of the untrimmed cut per person, 
depending on the size of the bone. 

Another thrifty cut of beef for budget- 
minded menus is rolled chuck roast. It, 
too, requires moist cookery from three 
to four hours, depending upon the size 
of the roast. 






Sweet-Sour Short Ribs 
Cut 2% Ibs. short ribs in small pieces. Sprinkle with salt Spr 









With the supply of beef so plentiful, 
economically priced short ribs of beef 
are considered an excellent buy. When 
cooked correctly, their excellent flavor 
rivals that of an expensive steak. 

The pet of the menu planner’s exist- 
ence is ground beef. It has a hundred’ 
and one different uses and is generally 
well liked by the whole family. No mat 
ter what the season, you can always 
count on ground beef, either the ready- 
ground kind, or the beef which you 
have ground to order. When having beef 
ground, chuck is a good choice. It’s 
more economical than round steak and 
contains enough fat to be juicy and 
tender. Look to the thrifty cuts of beef 
when planning low-cost, tasty meals ona 
limited food budget. 
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and pepper, roll in flour. Place in heavy skillet and brown Bro 
on all sides in hot fat. Add 1 cup sliced onions, 1 clove of garlic, and 
sliced, cook until lightly browned. Combine 11% cups hot water, or | 
1 bay leaf, 3 thsps. brown sugar, 3 cup catsup, %4 cup vinegar, unt 
Y% tsp. salt. Pour over ribs. Cover, cook slowly 2 to 3 hours. in | 








of beef 


When © 


flavor 


3 exist 


undred_ 


nerally 


lo mate 
always 
ready: 

+h you 


ng beef 
e. It's 
ak and 
*y and 
of beef 


Is ona 





| 


Rolled Beef Chuck Roast 
Brown a 4-6 lb. rolled chuck roast on all sides in Y cup fat in a Dutch 
oven or other large, heavy utensil. Sprinkle with salt and pepper. Slip a 
trivet under meat and add 2 cup chopped onion, 1 bay leaf, 2 tsp. 
paprika, 1 tsp. garlic salt, and 1 tsp. celery salt. Add 2 cup water, 
bouillon or tomato juice. Cover and simmer 3-4 hours. During the last 
hour of cooking lay whole carrots around the roast to cook in liquid; 
sprinkle with salt. Serve with noodles sprinkled with poppy seeds. 


Pot Roast With Onions 
Sprinkle pot roast with salt and pepper; rub well with flour. 
Brown slowly on all sides. Sprinkle with thyme or marjoram 
and top with 4 chopped onions. Add Y cup water, tomato juice 
or bouillon. Cover tightly and simmer over low heat 3-4 hours 
until meat is tender. Remove meat and make gravy from liquid 
m pan. Serve with orange slices and cranberry jelly squares. 


AL 
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Staffed Flank Steak 
Sprinkle scored flank steak with salt and pepper. Cook 2 cup 
chopped onion in 2 tbsp. butter. Mix with 2 cups soft bread 
crumbs, 14 tsp. caraway seed, Y tsp. celery salt, and salt and 
pepper. Spread stuffing on unscored side of seak and roll up. 
Tie in 3 or 4 places with string. Brown in hot fat. Add 1 
cup of tomato juice, cover and cook in a 350°F. oven 2 hours. 
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Jack-O-Lantern Cookies 
Halloween cookies are fun to 
make, and will add to the at- 
tractiveness of the table. Made 
with pure lemon juice, these 
lemon-ginger cookies make 
mighty appealing fare. Recipe 
will be sent upon request. 









Witches’ Tarts 
These delicious orange-date 
' tarts are easy to make, and 
even the inexperienced cook 
: can try them with no fear. The 
filling and pie shells can be 
made early, put together just 
before serving. Write for recipe. 









































ET A PRETTY PARTY TABLE for Halloween tricksters and invite the 
neighborhood witches and goblins in for a feast of merrymaking and fun, 
Capture the spirit of the evening with decorations and refreshments suitable 
for the occasion. Grinning jack-o-lantern cookies, black and orange jelly 
beans and hot buttered popcorn are delightful goodies for the young mas. 
queraders. Build your party theme around an old-fashioned, authentic jack. 
o-lantern, and place a lighted candle inside. Pumpkins are inexpensive and 
plentiful this time of the year, so select a large one. For game prizes and party 
favors, have extra Halloween trinkets on hand. When the “tricks-or-treats” 
crowd rings the doorbell, be prepared to share party refreshments with them. 


HALLOWEEN PARTIES! 

















Indian Summer Punch 
Combine 1 can frozen lemonade concen- 
trate with 4 cups water. Add juice from 
6 oranges and 1 large can pineapple juice. 
Sweeten to taste. Chill. Just before serving 
add 1 bottle iced ginger ale. Scoop pulp 
from insides of a large pumpkin and use 
as punch bowl. Pour punch into pumpkin 
punch bowl. Garnish punch with slices of 
lemon or orange, dotted with whole cloves. 


Party Dip 
Mix together 3 3-0z. pkgs. cream cheese, 
softened with 3 thsps. milk or cream. Com- 
bine 2 cup deviled ham with 4 tbsps. 
horseradish, 2 thsps. grated onion, 2 tbsps. 
minced chives and 1 tsp. Worcestershire 
sauce. Pile lightly in jack-o-lantern serv- 
ing dish and sprinkle with paprika. Gar- 
nish with sprigs of fresh parsley. Serve dip 
with assorted crackers and drinks. 
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NEW TREND IN 
Dining 










portant color accents. 
Simplicity and comfort combined with 
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Colonial charm in the modern manner is 
exemplified with a round, drop-leaf dining 
table, in brass finish with metal edging. 
Top is stain- and heat-resistant micalite. 


practical sophistication and versatility 
work hand in hand to complete the effect 
of harmony in a limited space area. 
Since the trend today is the elimination 
of a large, formal dining room, the im- 
portant idea is to retain the convenience 
of table and chairs in an all-purpose area 
without overcrowding. Expansible or 
drop leaf tables with extra panels are 
convenient when space is limited. Fur- 
niture is by Virtue Bros., California. 
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Practical sophistication is shown in 

a rectangular extension table, made 

of walnut. Chairs have brass ferrules 
and swivel glides. 
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Spacious and luxurious dining set of 
| Nylo-Saran fabric with gold threads, 
| has matching chairs. Chairs have 
brass wire swag on back. 
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LEMONS 
for BEAUTY 


pros CENTURIES the lemon has 

been the companion of health and 
beauty. In ancient China the lemon 
was called LiMung, meaning “bene- 
ficial to women,” and its beautifying 
powers were well-known mostly to 
physicians. However, modern science 
has learned the lemon is full of beauty 
and health powers, and an excellent 
source of life-preserving vitamin C. 
Using lemons for the skin will result 
in a smooth, clear complexion, and 
most women know that hair benefits 
by a lemon rinse. Help yourself to 
beauty of face, hair and hands, by 
the daily use of lemons. 











Reveal the true gleam of your hair by adding fresh lemon juice to the last rinse water after 


a shampoo. Squeeze the juice of one lemon into a bowl of water, pour through your hair 
several times, catching in another bowl. Drabness gives way to soft, sparkling hair. 


2 


For a clear, smooth complexion, rub face with half a fresh 
lemon. The acid bleaches the skin and helps it to maintain 
its normal, slightly acid condition, often removed by cleansing. 


Good health through daily regularity is aided by a routine 
of lemon and water each morning. Pour juice of one sreshly 
squeezed lemon into a glass of water and just drink it down. 

















' Hailed as campus favorites are “cute and 
cozy” knit shorts in warm colors topped 
with matching, sleeveless over-blouse. 


2b 


Dramatic three-piece outfit features long, 
tubular sweater over close fitted, narrow 
knit pants. Sweater has turtle neckline. 


NE OF THE well established charms 

of knit fashions is their ability to 
span the seasons. A few well-chosen knit 
separates will see you through the cool 
nights of summer, on into the brisk days 
of early fall and throughout the nippy 
chill of winter snows. Wool sweaters, 
always considered a fashionable “ace 


in the hole,” are flexible mixers. Change 


Short-sleeved, button-front 
sweater in the newest fall color 
has trimmed, chalk-white “lit- 
tle girl” collar. Sweater is wool. 


Warm and wooly sweater with 
@ continental flair is this pic- 
turesque, French-inscribed 
cardigan, worn over ski pants. 


Long-sleeved pullover is striking in its sim- 
plicity. Looks smart with the new knit 
shorts, wool skirts or dashing ski pants. 


« COOL DAYS 


the accompanying accessories and you'l 


have countless chic outfits. One of a 
most popular outfits to sway the opinion 
of the “back-to-school” crowd are warm 
knit pants, varying in length from above 
the knees to just above the ankles. The 
linear “over-grown” sweater is another 
smart new fashion. TAN’s selection of 
knits are just right for cool days ahead. 














FRAGRANT 


by LUCKY HEART 


First time you welcome your Lucky Heart 
Representative, you'll open the door to exciting 
news in beauty...and some special once-a-year 
values. You can try cosmetics with the subtle, 
haunting Blue Mist fragrance in the comfort of 
your own home...something you could never 
do ina store. And, during September and October 
only, your Lucky Heart Representative offers 
many special values...one on Blue Mist Lotion 
for hands and body... only $1.75* for #wo regular 
$1.00 bottles. Get one for your kitchen and one 
for the bathroom. 


Blue Mist fragrance in five other 
forms to add charm and beauty 


BEAUTY SOAP $150 BODY POWDER 85¢" 


stick covocne $]90* 

cream sacuet $]00* 
(*Plus Taz) 
THESE EXCLUSIVE COSMETICS are available only 
from the Lucky Heart Representative in your 
neighborhood. She’s an ex beauty adviser 
and a good friend to have. If she hasn't called, 
send us your name and address. 


COLOGNE $]00° 


*Lacky feat 


COSMETICS 


MEMPHIS 2, TENNESSEE « DEPT. 2K2 
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I Betrayed My Lover 


(Continued from Page 32) 


two of us, together, could build a happy 
life in another section of the country. 

Ellen thought differently. She kept tell- 
ing me that Billy was counting on me to 
keep his whereabouts a secret until he 
had a chance to escape. She reminded 
me that I had gotten some things for 
him to help him make his getaway. She 
reminded, too, that I might even get my- 
self into trouble by calling the cops. I[ 
you call the cops, Ellen said, he’ll always 
hate your guts. 

I couldn’t bear the thought of Billy 
hating me, or of losing him. I was so 
deeply in love with him that I knew | 
coudn’t live without him. Right or wrong, 
good or bad, he was the man I loved. 
Yet— 

Suppose the cops found him anyway. 
Suppose they found him and he tried to 
make a run for it. Suppose they shot 
him. Billy would be dead. Then all would 
be lost for me. 

Either way, I was taking a chance. 

If I turned him in, Billy might hate 
me for it like Ellen said he would. But 
if I didn’t turn him in, the cops might 
find him and shoot him. 

What should I do? 

My head was in a whirl, trying to figure 
out what was the best thing, the right 
thing, to do. I had been wrestling with 
the problem more than two hours now 


| and I was no closer to a solution than 





when I’d started out, right after I left 
Billy on that dark and dirty side street. 

“Ellen,” I said, “do me a favor, will 
you? Make some coffee.” 

“Maybe you should drink something 
stronger than coffee,” Ellen said as she 
arose from the sofa. 

“No,” I said, “just coffee.” 

As Ellen went into the little kitchen 
to fix the coffee, I sank wearily to the 
sofa and tried to think clearly. 


wr a night this had been. A few 
minutes after seven, Billy had tele- 


| phoned to tell me about his trouble. He 


said he had to get out of town fast and he 
needed my help. 

At first, I was scared. This was a bit 
more than I had bargained for when | 
fell in love with him. I told him so—but he 
insisted that he was innocent. He admitted 
that he had made a mistake. He pleaded 
with me, cajoled me. 

“I know I made a mistake, Betty,” he 
told me over the phone. “I know I fell 
in with the wrong bunch of guys., I prom- 
ise you I won’t do anything like this again 


| —but right now, I need help.” 


In the end, I agreed to help him. 

Billy said he needed a pair of dark 
glasses, a fake mustache and plane reser- 
vations to Richmond, Va., in the name of 
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Robert Williams, real estate broker. 

It had taken almost all of my savings, 
but I rushed out and got the things Billy 
wanted. The mustache was quite a prob- 
lem, but I finally found one in a novelty 
store downtown. I phoned in for the plane 
reservations. 

I had hardly finished these chores be- 
fore it was time to meet Billy. He had 
directed me to meet him on a dimly-lit 
street in a South Side manufacturing dis- 
trict. 

I had a small car. It was almost 9:30 
when I turned the corner and slowly pulled 
down the street. About midway down the 
block, I saw a man ease out of the shad- 
ows, his hat pulled low over his eyes. It 
was Billy. 

I pulled up to the curb, stopped the 
car, and slid out from under the steering 
wheel to the right side of the car and 
rolled down the right-front window. Billy 
looked nervous as he stood there beside 
the car in the shadows. 

“You're right on 
“Thanks.” 

I handed him the small package I’d 
brought through the open window. 

“You got the reservation all right?” he 
asked. 

“Yes. The plane for Richmond leaves 
at 11:30.” 

I felt so strange inside—like a hunted 
criminal myself. I tried to imagine how 
it must be with Billy, knowing that the 
cops were looking for him, that any min- 
ute might be his last. In that moment, I 
felt both compassion and sympathy for 
him. 

Billy examined the package, nodded his 
approval of the mustache, then asked: 
“Got any dough?” 

“Just $50,” I told him. Then I couldn’t 
hold back any longer. I burst out emo- 
tionally: 

“Honey, don’t go through with it! 
Please, for my sake.” 

[ opened the car door, got out and stood 
close to Billy on the dark, deserted street. 
I don’t know just why I didn’t slide back 
under the wheel and ask Billy in instead 
of getting out myself. 

“You can’t mean what you’re saying,” 
Billy told me as he caught my hands 
tightly in his. “If I stay here, the cops 
will be sure to get me. Is that what 
you want? Don’t you love me anymore?” 

“Oh. Billy, you know I love you. I love 
you with all my heart. It’s because I 
love you more than life itself that I’m 
begging you to tell the police what hap- 
pened. If you run away, they’ll think you’re 
guilty, and they won’t give you a chance. 
Can’t you see that, honey? Can’t you see 
they’ll catch you sooner or later?” 

Anger rose in Billy’s face. 

“You're a fool,” he said. “Do you think 
they’d believe my story? If they catch me, 
I'm sunk. If I make that plane, I’m in 
the clear—a free man. Nobody’ll ever 
think of looking for me in Virginia. My 
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time,” he said. 


home’s not there. I don’t have any people 
there. Ill change my name, get a job. 
Everything will be safe. You can join me 
later and we'll get married. Don’t you 
love me enough to take the risk and wait 
just a little while?” 

Billy’s voice was gentle now. He kissed 
me softly. 

Torn by my love for him, and by my 
desire to have him give himself up, I was 
both confused and miserable. Listening 
to him talk, I wasn’t sure anymore what 
was best—for him or me. [| felt tears well- 
ing up into my eyes as I said: 

“All I want is to be with you, Billy. 
All I want to do is have you safe—to love 
you.” 

“T’m safe enough with this,” Billy boast- 
ed in a flash of confidence, patting his 
jacket pocket. 

Suddenly realizing that Billy was carry- 
ing a gun, I backed away from him, up 
against the car. 

“Billy,” I said, my voice rising, “you’re 
crazy to carry a gun. If you’re caught 
with that, you’re done for. Get rid of it. 
Give it to me—anything. But get rid of it!” 

“Cut it out,” Billy ordered. “I’m going.” 

“Don’t leave me like this,” I pleaded, 
suddenly afraid that I’d never see him alive 
again. “Please. Kiss me.” 

Passionately, almost roughly, Billy caught 
me to him. He held me close, kissing the 
tears from my eyes and cheeks. And as 
I felt his lips pressing down on mine, I 
knew that in spite of everything, I loved 
him. Billy broke the kiss and stood there 
for a moment, looking down into my eyes. 
Then he kissed the tip of my nose. 

“Goodbye, honey,” he whispered, pulling 
away. 

Then he was gone, swallowed up in the 
night. 

I got back into the car and sat there a 
few minutes debating what I should do. 
After a while, I decided that I’'d go home 
and call Ellen. Maybe she could help me. 


“Here’s coffee.” 

It was Ellen, standing in front of me, 
holding a cup and saucer in one hand, a 
container of cream and sugar in the other. 
I took the coffee, mixed cream and sugar 
and stirred. 

“Thanks,” I said. The hot coffee made 
me feel a bit better. 

“Well,” Ellen asked, “you’ve gone over 
all of it in your mind. You know how I 
feel. What are you going to do?” 

“T don’t know, Ellen. I think maybe 
you'd better leave me alone. I thought 
you could help, but I know now I’ve got 
to think this through by myself.” 

“Okay, it’s your funeral.” 


LLEN got her coat and left. I was 
relieved. I should have known that 
she wouldn’t be much help. Ellen was 
the kind of girl who believed that money 
was everything. She was working on a 
job but sometimes, when we got to talk- 


ing, she said some strange things. | re. 
member once when we were discussing 
a big robbery in which two guys had been 
shot to death and the other had been 
caught the same day. I said it was fool. 
ish for anyone to take such chances just 
for money. Ellen argued that it would 
have been different if they'd gotten away. 
I was surprised—but I didn’t pay much 
attention to it. But now, I wondered if 
I, too, hadn’t fallen in with the wrong 
kind of people— 

I looked at my watch: 10:30. 

In another hour, Billy would be board. 
ing the plane for Richmond—if the cops 
didn’t get him first. 

In a sudden fever of anxiety, I got up 
and started pacing the floor again. I don’t 
know why I walked so much—I guess it 
took the edge off my fear. 

Soon Billy would be walking up to the 
ticket counter at the airport. He’d ask 
for the ticket in the name of “Robert 
Williams.” Then it would be take-off time 
and Billy would board the plane. He'd 
be on his way to Richmond. He'd be 
making his getaway .. . 

Then it came to me: yes, he’d be getting 
away—getting away to a life that would 
never be free from fear or suspense, a 
life of dodging police, of always being 
hunted and frightened. How could we 
ever be really happy in that kind of life? 

But suppose he didn’t even get away. 
Suppose a cop at the airport was ex- 
pecting him. At the first sight of a cop, 
Billy would go for his gun. There’d be 
shooting. Billy might be killed. 

Oh, Lord! 

Panic filled my heart and right there, all 
at once, I made up my mind. I knew 
what I had to do. 

I didn’t have a phone of my own. There 
was a public phone down the hall, but I 
decided I didn’t want to use that. Some. 
body might hear me. 

Without waiting to lock the kitchenette. 
I fled from the room, down the stairs, and 
out into the street. Walking as fast as! 
could, I went to the corner drugstore and 
entered the phone booth. With trembling 
fingers I dialed a number. 

“Is this police headquarters?” I asked. 

“Yes,” a gruff male voice replied. “What 
it it?” 

“Listen,” I said, hurriedly, no longer 
afraid, “this is a tip.” Tears brimmed in 
my eyes as I clutched the phone. “It’s 
about Billy Davis. He’ll be on the 11:30 
Eastern plane . . . wearing a false mus 
tache . . . dark glasses . . . traveling ul 
der the name of Robert Williams. He’s got 





a loaded gun... .” 

I hung up before the cop could que* 
tion me. Then, almost blinded by tears. ! 
walked out into the street. 

Once outside the drugstore, I suddenly 
was afraid again. Remorse stabbed mt 
like a knife in the belly. I realized tha! 
I had turned the man I love over to the 
law. I had turned him in like a comma 
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stool pigeon would have done. 

Thoughts whirled through my brain un- 
til my head ached. Billy had trusted me. 
He had trusted my love. Now. when he 
discovered what I had done, he’d hate me 
for the rest of his life. Ellen had said 
that. She was right. 

We'd never get married now. My dream 
was gone up in smoke... 

Still, wasn’t this the best way? The po- 
lice would catch Billy unawares. There’d 
be no shooting. There’d be no killing. He 
would get a trial, do his time and then 
he’d be free. 

Sure it was best. I tried to convince 
myself of that. Billy hadn’t killed the 
man—the watchman at the liquor ware- 
house. Billy was innocent of murder. One 
of the others had shot the man and now 
Billy was running away as though he were 
the murderer. If he’d only tell the truth. 
If he’d only explain how he came to fall 
in with the gang. Explain that he never 
knew his parents, that he’d been reared 
in a rough neighborhood with a bunch 
of tough guys. Explain that he hadn’t 
bargained for murder. He could tell who 
the others were, who the killer 
they'd go easy on him. Maybe only pro- 
bation... 

With hope running strong inside me, I 
walked slowly back to the apartment build- 
ing. But when I came to the entrance, I 
didn’t go inside. Instead, I continued to 
walk. I wandered aimlessly through the 
streets for more than an hour. I walked 
until I had convinced myself beyond a 
doubt that I did the right thing when I 
called the cops. 

It was past midnight when I finally 
returned the apartment. Wearily I 
climbed the steps to my place. I opened 
the door and stood for a moment in the 
dark room. lonely and tired. 

Suddenly fear crept through me. I had 
the feeling that I wasn’t alone. Someone 
was in the apartment with me. I swung 
around, switched on the lights. 

“Billy!” 

Swiftly he kicked the door shut 
leaped for me, gripping me roughly. 

“Don’t Billy. You’re hurting me.” 

I struggled to free myself, but he held 
me in an iron grip. 

“So you love me, eh?” he snarled. “You 
no-good hussy. I’m going to kill you for 
double-crossing me!” 

He was almost insane with anger. 

“I thought about it after I left you. I 
wasn’t sure. I told myself. maybe Ailene 
is just too nice. She might turn me in. 
I didn’t want to believe it, but I couldn’t 
take any chances. Oh, I went to the airport 
all right. But I kept my eyes open. I 
saw the cops—and then Ellen found me. 
She told me all about how you suddenly 
decided that you wanted to be alone. I 
was sure then—” 

Desperately I tried to control my tan- 
gled emotions. 

“Oh, Billy, can’t you understand. I only 


was-—— 


to 


and 


wanted to save you from more trouble. 
Don’t hurt me. Billy. Please.” 

I twisted in his grip. but his hands 
grasped me tightly by the throat and his 
fingers dug deeply into my soft flesh. I 
struggled—but the more I did, the tighter 
I tried to speak but 
Billy with my 


his grip became. 


couldn’t. I tried to beg 


eyes—but all I could see in his was in- 
sane anger. Hate. In that moment, I knew 


that Billy hated me and that I had been 
all wrong to love him. But I was finding 
it out too late— 

“Take your hands off that girl, Davis! 
Now!” 

The voice was harsh and commanding. 

Startled. Billy released his death grip 
on my throat and swung around to face 
a burly. red-faced cop who stood framed 
in the doorway. With a moan, I fell to 
the floor and lay there, gasping for breath. 

The cop walked into the room, his gun 
drawn, followed by two others. One of 
them frisked Billy, took his gun. Another 
lifted me into a chair. 

“We've been watching this place,” the 
red-faced cop said. “We had an idea you’d 
show up here after you didn’t catch that 
Eastern plane.” 

Handcuffs clicked over Billy’s wrists. 

All the anger was gone from him now. 
He looked sullen and stunned. 

As for me. I felt nothing for him now 
but pity—and I guess that is what I'd 
felt all along. ever since I first met Billy 
on the job and was taken by his hand- 
someness. We had gone around on dates 
and he had poured out his life story to 
He had explained how his parents 
How he was 
raised by an aunt and uncle. The aunt 
was an ex-call girl. The uncle was a 
Pullman porter who was gone as much as 
he was home. Billy had been a juvenile 
delinquent. but a Catholic priest had be- 
friended him and he had tried to go 
straight. He’d gotten this job and worked 
on it for three years. But he just wasn’t 
getting ahead in life fast enough. I had 
tried to tell him to be patient. That noth- 
ing good was ever gotten in a hurry. But 
he couldn’t wait. Some of his old friends 
in the neighborhood had met him in a 
pool hall one day and taken him in on 
the robbery. They had painted a glori- 
ous picture of how they could all get 
well off this stolen whiskey. Billy was 
a blue mood that day. He went for 
the caper. He was the one who rented 
the truck. He was the driver. He was 
parked, with the motor running, waiting 
for the others to rob the liquor ware- 
house and begin loading when he heard 
the gun shot. The others had rushed out 
and fled. Billy had ditched the truck and 
fled. Then he had called me with 
the plan for his escape. And, foolishly, I 
had helped... 


me. 
died when he was young. 


in 


too. 


feu COPS were ready to take Billy 


away. I knew I’d never see him again. 
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It didn’t matter. but I still hoped he’d un- 
derstand. 

“Billy.” I said. walking toward him, 
“don’t take it the wrong way. I didn’t 
mean to betray you. I—” 

“Shut up!” Billy snapped at me. “You’ve 
done the damage now.” 

I turned to the cop. “I think you should 
know this,” I said. “Billy didn’t shoot 
the night watchman. Honest he didn’t. I’m 
telling the truth. I’m the one who called 
you. He drove the truck for the gang, but 
he didn’t kill the night watchman.” 

The red-faced cop listened and smiled 
wanly. 

“Billy didn’t kill him,” I repeated. It 
was the least I could do. 

“Keep quiet, you fool,” Billy shouted. 

“Billy.” I told him, “one day you'll 
thank me—” 

“He'll never thank you. lady,” the red- 
faced cop said. “They never know when 
they’re well off. The night watchman isn't 
dead. Just badly shot up. He’s coming 
around okay. He had enough strength left 
to describe the man who shot him. You 
don’t have to worry on that score. We 
know it wasn’t Davis.” 

When the cop said that. Billy jerked 
around to look at him with surprise in 
his eyes. I could tell that he was relieved 
to hear it. He had been scared all along. 
Fear had driven him to run away. Now 

he knew I had been right. I hoped it 
might help him. 

“Did you hear that. Billy?” I asked. 
“The watchman’s alive! You’re safe. You 
don’t have to run away!” 

Billy made a step toward me. but the 
cop held him back. “Let’s go.” the cop 
said. “You almost finished that girl off. 
You ought to get life for that! All rats 
like you ought to get life.” 

They took him out of my apartment and 
on down the hall and stairway. Drawn by 
something I didn’t understand. I followed 
them, although several doors opened and 
people were watching. 

\ black squad car was waiting in front 
of the apartment. Just before the cops 
hustled Billy into the car, he turned to 
the red-faced cop and said: 

“Look—I know I don’t deserve it, but 
I'd like to ask a favor.” 

“A favor you want, eh? That’s rich.” 

“Let me kiss her—just once,” Billy 
pleaded. “Just once, that’s all. I owe her 
a lot. I know it now. I might never see 
her again. Let me kiss her and say good- 
bye. Please, sir.” 

The cop stared at Billy wonderingly. 
Then he nodded his okay. 

“You don’t know how lucky you are.” 
the cop told Billy. “While you’re kissing 
her goodbye, you might tell her that the 
plane crashed a half hour after the take- 
off. We got it over the radio.” 

I thought Billy was going to bawl then. 
Handcuffed, his clothes disarranged from 
the cops’ tight grip, he was sunken in ap- 
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pearance. The cops let him walk the few 
steps toward me. I made a step or two 
toward him. I had completely forgotten 
that people were watching. 

Billy spoke. 

“Ailene . . . I don’t deserve a nice girl 
like you. You were right and I was wrong 
all the time. Take care of yourself—and, 
try to find the right guy—” 

“Everything will turn out good for you,” 
I said. “Don’t worry. I know.” 

Billy looked at me like a little boy who’s 
deeply sorry because he’s done something 
to hurt the person he loves most. In his 
eyes was a plea for my forgiveness. I 
could read remorse and sorrow and a re- 
solve to go straight once he was out of 
prison. 

“Can—can I kiss you?” he asked. 

“Sure.” I said. 

Billy couldn’t take me into his arms. But 
with one handcuffed hand, he reached for 
my hand. He caught it in a tight grip— 
he drew me close to him and kissed me 

. once. 
Then he was gone. 


SAID when Billy gripped my throat 

and tried to kill me that I realized that 
I didn’t love him. I said what Id really 
felt for him was pity. I said I knew that 
we would never have worked out for each 
other. 

That was what I thought. But after the 
cops had taken Billy away, I wasn’t so 
sure. I knew now that it was fear that 
drove him on. almost deranged his mind 
after the watchman was killed. He was 
drunk on fear and anxiety when he came 
back to my place. His whole life had 
hinged on my helping him—and when it 
seemed that I had let him down. he felt 
like a trapped animal. He fought back 
like a trapped animal. 

But that was the real Billy I’d seen 
just before the cops took him away to 
jail. The Billy who had kissed me had 
been a good guy. And he was going away 
hoping that I’'d be waiting for him when 
he got out of prison. 

Sitting there in my apartment early in 
the morning. reliving the past_day, I real- 
ized now that I was the whole key to 
Billy’s life. He needed me now more than 
ever. His only chance of being saved was 
to have me waiting for him when he came 
out. If I didn’t wait. he would be lost. 

But I knew that only true love could 
make a success of our lives. If I didn’t 
love Billy, there was no use for me to 
wait. I couldn’t fool about that. If he 
believed in me and I didn’t love him, he’d 
soon find out. He would feel that the 
only thing he had in life was worthless. 
He'd be lost. 

It’s a funny thing about love. You can’t 
erase it just by saying so. You can’t get 
rid of it by calling it another name, the 
way I tried to call it pity. I loved Billy. 

What else could I do but wait? 


You may ask: “Why take a chance like 
that?” 

You might say: “You know once a man 
has a prison record, he can’t get rid of 
it. He'll always be an ex-con.” 

You might say: “People never let an 
ex-con forget that he’s an ex-con. They 
dog him with it when he tries to get a 
job. Anything he does. they’ll always tel] 
him about his prison record. He can't 
make a mistake in life like other people. 
The least thing. and they’re pinning an. 
other rap on him.” 

If you say that—then you don’t know 
about ex-cons. The reason I know is this: 
my father was a convict. 

My father. unlike Billy. was guilty of 
the crime he was charged with—armed 
robbery. Like Billy. he had come up ina 
rotten environment. He’d never had a 
chance to go straight. And when they 
caught him. my mother let him down. She 
quit him—cold. My father might have 
turned out to be a good man—if my moth- 
er had stood by him. But he died in prison, 

You might say, knowing that: “What 
makes you think you should throw your 
iife away just because of something your 
mother didn’t do. She was married to your 
father. You aren’t married to Billy.” 

I guess I'll have to tell you something 
else about myself. My mether never was 
married to my father. She had been his 
girl. They had lived together, but they 
never married. My mother used my father. 
She promised him marriage—which was 
what he wanted more than anything else 
—but she kept telling him they couldn't 
get married until he had money for a fine 
place to live in and fine clothes for her. 
She drove him to crime. 

I was something she never figured on. | 
am an illegitimate child. That’s a rap 
against me, but I’ve tried to get over it. 


And I’ve had a hard time of it. Most of 
my life I’ve shifted for myself. 
Sure. I’ve made mistakes. I've had 


doubts. I haven’t always chosen the best 
of friends—like Ellen. But I did manage 
to escape the Southern town where I was 
born, finish high school in Chicago. and 
get a decent job. I’m not walking the 
streets or sleeping with strange men. I'm 
not perfect—but I’m not sleeping with 
strange men! 

Billy and I have much in common. We 
need each other. Together. we can be 
strong. Together we are strong. 


I decided to wait for Billy. That was 
three years ago—and I can tell you now 
that was the smartest decision I ever made. 

Billy turned state’s evidence and com 
fessed the whole crime. He got off light 
with a three-year prison term. With good 
behavior, he was out much sooner. Facet 
is, he got out six months ago. 

The day Billy got out of prison, 1 was 
at the prison gate, waiting for him. Td 
driven down in my old jalopy. In the 
trunk of the car I had all of my clothes 
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—everything I owned—and a couple of 
new suits for Billy. 

All the time he was in prison, I wrote 
to him. On days when I could 
there. I visited him. I had all 
to find out whether Billy really 
go straight or not. We had all 
to plan our lives together. We went over 
the problem many times. Sometimes Billy 
thought he was asking too much of me. 
Sometimes, when I was blue, I longed for 
the comfort and warmth of a man’s arms. 
[m a woman—and all feel the 
need for a man. I felt it—but I stuck to 
my decision. 

People said I was foolish. Ellen tried 
to make up to me. She had a lot of 
explanations—but none ever satisfied me. 
I broke off with her. The last time I saw 
her, she was parading in front of a dimly- 
lit bar, all gaudily dressed. A man passed 
her. She said something to him. He nod- 
ded—and they left together. 

You see, I know something about how 
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rough life is. I don’t expect to have it 
so easy. I never expect to be in society. 
But I do expect to be happy—because I’ve 
got the man [ love. 

That day after Billy got out, he rushed 
to me and he hugged me and kissed me. 

“Honey.” he said, “I’m so glad you 
waited. I'll you 
did.” 

We’re living in California now. We have 
a nice little place to live in—a clean little 
flowers and beautiful green 
We've left all the dirt of our lives 
behind. 

Billy has a good job. It’s hard work— 
The man who hired 




























never let you be sorry 


place with 
lawn. 


but it’s a good job. 
him knows he is an ex-con. That’s a secret 
they share. 

SATISFACTION 
© GUARANTEED 


OR YOUR MONEY 
BACK 


And it’s something we’re going to forget. 
For life is beautiful. Before too long, we'll 
start on our family. Both Billy and I have 
sworn that our child never will go wrong 
because his early life wasn’t what it should 


THE END 


have been. 
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I Took My Baby’s Life 


(Continued from Page 22) 


empty, childless years ahead were the 
result of our terrible crime. And our sen- 
tence was for a lifetime. 

After Bob left, I began to wonder if any 
other woman had ever felt this way. I 
wondered too, about the women in the 
future who would do as I had done. If I 
could just tell them, if somehow I could 
reach their foolish hearts in time. How 
much less pain then, and needless death. 
How much less grief and recrimination. 
That is why I asked the nurse for some 
paper so that I might write my story. If 
only one small life is spared, one woman 
less made to feel such as I do. then this 
shocking story will be justified. 

Bob and I were so much in love those 
first weeks that we were married. All our 
dreams seemed destined to come true. Each 
night when I said my prayers I thanked 
God for my shining happiness. 

We had fallen in love the first day he 
came to work for the Hartland Insurance 
Agency where I had been a secretary since 
my graduation from Woodberry Business 
College. Mr. Hartland stopped at my desk 
that morning and in his booming voice 
said. “Kerry. this is Bob Langford. He’s 
going to work for us. Just back from 
Korea, and full of ambition.” 

I looked up from my typewriter, looked 
into a pair of dark, laughing eyes, and 
caught my breath. 

“Hello, Kerry,” was all he said then, 
and my heart said “Hello, my love.” 

At closing time he stopped by my desk. 
“Tl take you home, Kerry,” he said sim- 
ply. Not asking, just telling me. 

We didn’t talk much on the way to the 
apartment that I shared with my girl 
friend. I was all mixed up, not daring to 
believe what had happened to my pounding 
heart. I’d never had any faith in the stories 
of love at first sight. but if this wasn’t 
love. what was it? I think if he’d said, 
“I’m not taking you home,” I’d have nod- 
ded in the same hypnotized way I’d done 
in the office. 

When he pulled up at the apartment. he 
put his hand under my chin and turned 
my face so I had to look into those smol- 
dering eyes again. “Don’t be afraid, little 
Kerry. It’s happened to me. too. I knew 
it this morning. Funny, isn’t it? For years 
I’ve wondered what she would be like— 
the girl I would want for my wife. Then 
suddenly there you were and I’ve stopped 
searching.” 

“Oh, Bob, this is crazy,” I gasped. “We 
don’t even know each other!” 

“Our hearts know. Isn’t that enough, 
Kerry?” 

It had been enough in those wonderful 
days that followed. Just being together, 
laughing, planning, loving. I talked hap- 
pily to Bob about the home I wanted, the 
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babies. the steady, secure life. He seemed 
suddenly to withdraw. 

“No children for a while. darling. We’re 
both young. Plenty of years ahead to be 
tied down with bills and babies. I want 
our home first. I want to be set in business, 
money in the bank, a good car.” 

“But, Bob,” I said, troubled by the in- 
tensity of his voice, “A baby doesn’t cost 
too much. I'll work till I’m five or six 
months pregnant.” 

“No, Kerry, we'll wait a few years. We 
have each other. That’s all that matters 
to me.” 

The cold finality in his voice frightened 
me. I should have known then. Should have 
taken his not caring much for children as 
a warning. He had told me about the end- 
less struggle his parents had waged to keep 
six children fed and clothed. I made my- 
self believe it was this bitter memory that 
made Bob feel as he did. Surely when 
we'd been married a little while he would 
change. Once he saw our baby, held it in 
his arms. the love would come. It had 
to, I argued with myself. He couldn’t love 
me so much and not love our child. So 
I said, “All right. Bob. Whatever you 
want.” and went on in my heart dreaming 
a woman’s precious dreams. 

Mr. Hartland was right about Bob being 
ambitious. In six months he became the 
agency’s biggest money maker. He worked 
day and night writing up an amazing 
amount of policies. I was proud of his 
success, but I resented the fact that he 
almost never had time to be with me. 
Hurried lunches, late evenings at my apart- 
ment when he’d finished a business call, an 
occasional drive to the mountains for a 
Sunday picnic. 

It was on one of those trips to the 
mountains that I decided to ask Bob how 
much longer he felt we should wait to 
marry. 

He smiled tenderly. “Not much longer, 
Kerry. Mr. Hartland has been hinting 
about a junior partnership. That would 
mean we could afford a really good house. 
Start buying our furniture. .. .” 

Tears stung my eyes and I turned away 
quickly. “Does everything have to be just 
so, Bob? Will we always have to wait 
till all the pieces fall into place?” 

“Kerry, dearest.” he pulled my trem- 
bling body close. “Wait just a little longer. 
I want to give you everything.” 

My voice was ragged with tears. “All I 
want is you.” 

He kissed me then, and it was different, 
unrestrained, demanding. Breathlessly I 
returned his kisses and we clung together 
in a blind moment of passion. It was Bob 
who finally pulled away, shaken. “You 
win, Kerry. Next weekend we'll go to 
Las Vegas and be married.” 


I phoned my mother in New York that 
night, and told her the news. I knew she 
wouldn’t come to the wedding. We'd never 
been close, and since her marriage to a 
wealthy lawyer three years ago, I’d lived 
in California. Mine had been a lonely 
childhood without brothers or sisters. Dad 
had been, before his death when I was 
fifteen, a construction engineer. and moth. 
er was a stockroom manager in a New 
York store. I had always spent my sum. 
mers in California with Dad’s sister, and 
when Mother married Rick I stayed on 
and went to business college. I met Joan 
Irving there and after graduation and get- 
ting jobs we took an apartment together, 
Aunt Ruth died a short time later. 

Joan was so excited over my approach- 
ing wedding. Together we shopped for my 
wedding suit, a beautiful champagne beige 
faille with collar and cuffs in velvet. | 
spent a week’s salary on a nylon and lace 
nightie with a matching pegnoir in white 
lace. I wanted everything to be perfect. 
As perfect as our love. There was a prayer 
of thankfulness in my heart that I was 
going to Bob untouched. No regrets, no 
secrets, everything beautiful and right. 

Mr. Hartland gave Bob his junior part- 
nership for a wedding present, and my 
mother and Rick sent us a check for 
$2.500. We moved into a darling apart- 
ment in Pasadena, and I continued to 
work. 


I WAS BLISSFULLY happy spending my 

weekly checks on furniture and linens 
and dishes. We managed to save $25 a 
week from Bob’s check and put it away 
toward our future house. Sundays we spent 
out in the San Fernando Valley looking at 
houses. Somehow Bob never seemed satis- 
fied with what we saw. 

“No. Kerry. it isn’t big enough.” he’d tell 
me, or, “The neighborhood doesn’t seem 
to be high class.” 

“But. Bob, these houses are plenty big 
enough for us,” I’d plead. “and the young 
couples all look so nice and friendly.” 

“And struggling with budgets and be 
bies.” he said scornfully. 

Hurt and puzzled I walked out of the 
little yellow kitchen with the corner sink 
I wanted so much. 

From that Sunday on there was a shad- 
ow between us. My first realization came 
that Bob and I wanted different things, 
different worlds. To me a small home of 
our own, children, good neighbors to talk 
to over coffee or canasta or a Saturday 
night barbeque meant happiness. Loving 
and being loved, building a secure future 
together was a simple formula for lasting 
happiness. Bob, consumed by a driving 
ambition for more success and money, 
sought higher goals. 

I confided my problems to Joan one day 
over lunch. 

“Listen, Kerry, I know it must be hard 
to wait when you want a home of youl 
own so badly, but you should be glad 
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| that Bob is so ambitious. Glad he wants 


to give you the best. Why some day you'll 
probably have a big house and a maid 
and your own car. Bob is really going 
places. Just wait and see.” 

Two weeks later when we had finished 
dinner Bob told me he had found the 
house he wanted us to buy. Breathless 
with excitement I said, “Where, darling? 
Tell me quick.” 

He pulled me close, laid his head against 
mine. His voice was quick with unleashed 
enthusiasm. “It’s in Hastings Ranch. A 
beautiful modern .house with a huge rum- 
pus room all across the back, a patio with 
a barbeque, and wall to wall carpeting 
and the drapes go with it. Oh, Kerry, wait 
till you see the place.” 

“But, Bob, Hastings Ranch houses are 
so expensive.” 

“I know it, darling. This one is $20,000, 
but we can swing it with the money from 
your mother and what we have saved. It 
will be tough sledding for awhile, but with 
both of us working we'll see our way 
clear.” 

I felt empty, frightened. To use all our 
money for an expensive house we didn’t 
need and saddle ourselves with high 
monthly payments seemed so absurd. Was 
there no end to Bob’s ambitions? Would 
he ever be satisfied? And if I had to go on 
working indefinitely what then about the 
baby I wanted so much? 

“What’s the matter, Kerry? I thought 
you would be happy. Don’t you want nice 
things?” 

“Yes, of course I do, darling. But can’t 
we aim a little less high? Is it so impor- 
tant to have such an expensive house right 
at first? Wouldn’t we be happier in a 
smaller place, and in a few years when 
we've saved more it wouldn’t be such a 
financial struggle.” 

His voice was determined. “This house 
is important to both of us. We can enter- 
tain prospective clients, impress them. . .” 

I interrupted him bitterly. “Put up a 
big front, is that what you mean?” 

“In business a front is necessary. So is 
entertaining. Can’t you understand? Can’t 
you see beyond one of those little places 
in the Valley and a bunch of kids?” He 
was almost shouting. 

I began to cry, sick at heart. This 
couldn’t really be us. Bob and Kerry who 
were so much in love and had such a won- 
derful chance for a happy life. 

Instantly Bob was contrite. “Sweetheart, 
forgive me. I didn’t mean to shout. I was 
only trying to make you see how impor- 
tant the right house is to us. Kerry, baby, 
I love you. No matter what I do, don’t ever 
forget that.” 

“Oh, Bob, Bob,” I couldn’t stop crying. 
It was almost as though I already sensed 
the shadow of doom that was creeping into 
our lives, and the horrible sacrifice that 
was to be made at the altar of Bob’s am- 
bitions. A sacrifice that was within my 
Power to prevent, but I failed myself and 


my God. 


Thirty days later we moved into the 
beautiful house in Hastings Ranch. I gave 
in to Bob’s pleas without much of a strug- 
gle. Nothing seemed worth smashing our 
marriage with the bitter words we’d hurled 
at each other. Maybe Bob was right and I 
was wrong. A wife should help her hus- 
band to get ahead, not hold him back, I 
kept telling myself. And if Bob were will- 
ing to work so hard then shouldn’t I be 
willing to make sacrifices? But how many 
and how far, my troubled heart whispered. 

Then it happened. What should have 
been wonderful news to Bob, I had to keep 
from him. I was pregnant. I hadn’t planned 
it that way, I wouldn’t have dared to with 
our immediate future so heavily mort- 
gaged. But I guess God doesn’t wait till 
people decide when the time is right. I 
was terrified of what Bob would say. Hav- 
ing a baby would change his well-laid 
plans. We couldn’t furnish the rest of the 
house or buy a new car next year. I’d have 
to quit my job in a few months. I know 
now that it was more than fear of what 
Bob would say. It was shameful weakness. 
I was too weak to stand up for what I be- 
lieved to be right. I compromised with my 
lifelong convictions and turned my back 
on moral decency. And for what? I told 
myself it was to save my happy marriage. 
Too late I found out that nothing on earth 
was worth the price I paid. 

My days were filled with fear and con- 
fusion, my nights became tortured. What 
could I do? I wanted the baby, but if Bob 
resented our child what chance for happi- 
ness would any of us have? I knew only 
too well the heartbreak of being an un- 
wanted child. My mother had gotten preg- 
nant with me just when her big chance for 
success had come along. She was kind to 
me, fun to be with, but I always felt the 
lack of real love on her part. Should I 
bring a baby into the world whose father 
didn’t want it or the responsibilities that 
went with raising a child? I didn’t know 
...1 was so afraid... 

In a last hope to try to make Bob real- 
ize the joy of having a baby of our own, 
I invited our next-door neighbors, Joe and 
Lois Brandon, to dinner. 

“And bring the baby, please,” I told 
Lois. Their baby was an enchanting little 
girl six months old. Perhaps if Bob held 
her he’d understand. “Oh please, God,” I 
prayed, “please help me. I’ve got to tell 
Bob soon. Make him be glad about our 
baby.” 

Bob was fixing cocktails while I tossed 
the salad. Lois walked into the kitchen 
carrying Lisa in her arms. 

“Isn’t the baby adorable, Bob,” I said 
quickly, too quickly. 

He looked at me curiously a moment. 
Then, “She’s a beautiful baby, Lois. Bet- 
ter be careful or Kerry will steal her. She’s 
crazy about babies.” 

Lois laughed happily. “Why don’t you 
and Bob have one, Kerry?” 

Bob answered quietly. “We will, some- 








day. There is plenty of time yet. 

I dropped the paring knife. I hadn’t 
meant to say anything then, but suddenly 
the torment and tears and uncertainty 
were too much to bear alone any longer. 
“Bob and I are having a baby in about 
six and a half months, Lois. This—this din- 
ner tonight is a sort of celebration. [—I 
hadn’t told Bob.” My voice broke and I 
could feel hysteria closing in on me. 

“We're what!” Bob’s shocked voice tore 
across my ragged nerves. 

Somehow I managed a shaky smile. 
“Tsn’t it wonderful?” 

Lois rushed over to hug me, but Bob 
stood, foolishly holding his hand suspend- 
ed in mid-air, his face white. 

“Joe, Joe, Bob and Kerry are expect- 
ing.” Lois hurried to the rumpus room 
where her husband was watching tele- 
vision. 

“Bob, darling, say something,” 
plored. 

“What is there to say, Kerry? You know 
how I feel. You must realize what this 
means to our future. We can’t possibly 
meet all our time payments when you stop 
working. Then, too, I’d planned for us to 
join the Annandale Country Club. I'd be 
able to make worthwhile business contacts 
...” His voice sounded flat, distant. 

“It was an accident, honestly. I didn’t 
mean to spoil your plans. I’ve been so up- 
set and not knowing what to do.” 

My words were as though someone had 
lifted a weight off his shoulders. He even 
smiled briefly. “I’m glad. Kerry. I thought 
you had done it deliberately. Look, sweet- 
heart, don’t cry. I’m not angry at you, just 
at the situation. We'll work something out, 
I promise.” 

“Oh, darling,” I rushed into the haven 
of his arms, relief and happiness surging 
into my heart. 

During dinner Lois chatted happily 
about her pregnancy and delivery. She de- 
scribed her doctor in glowing terms, and 
promised to loan me her bassinette. 

Joe smiled fondly at Lois and began kid- 
ding Bob about getting up for the 2:00 
A.M. feeding. “There’s nothing like being 
a father, Bob. Gives you a different slant 
on life. Makes things worthwhile. Gee, at 
Christmas Liza was only four months old, 
but boy did she get a kick out of the tree 
and ornaments.” 

“You should have seen Joe in the toy 
department. He wanted to buy Liza a 
dozen dolls,” Lois giggled. 

Bob smiled. He was, as always, the per- 
fect host, but behind his smile was a ter- 
rible tension. “I can hardly wait,” he said. 

Somehow we got through the evening. 
It was impossible for Bob or me to con- 
centrate on cards, and the Brandons eas- 
ily won three dollars. A little past twelve 
they left with a sleeping Liza bundled up 
in a pale yellow blanket. 


I im- 


[THE NEXT two days were such happy 
ones for me. I planned how Id furnish 
the nursery, thought about names, won- 
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dered who the baby would look like. Now, 
living in this awful, grief-filled void, I'll 
remember those days forever. Their bright 
memory is all I have left of our baby. 

My two day happiness came to an 
abrupt end just as Bob and I were leaving 
the office for lunch. Mr. Hartland stopped 
us. “How would you like a big surprise, 
Kerry?” he asked, looking pleased with 
himself. 

“A surprise?” 

“That’s right. ’'m completing arrange- 
ments to buy out the Mutual Trust Agency. 
It’s a big outfit. I want you to be office 
manager, Kerry, at twice your present sal- 
ary.” 

“Oh no! Oh, but Mr. Hartland, I can’t. 
You see I’m...” 

Bob squeezed my arm hard and said 
swiftly. “What Kerry means, Chief, is that 
she feels she is too young for all that re- 
sponsibility.” 

“Nonsense. Kerry is efficient, capable 
and knows just how I like things done. I 
won't take no for an answer.” 

Bob squeezed my arm again. “Aren’t you 
thrilled, dear? Thank Mr. Hartland for 
his confidence in you.” 

“Thank you,” I said dazedly. Why had 
Bob stopped me from telling Mr. Hartland 
I was pregnant? He knew I couldn't ac- 
cept the job with only two or three months 
left to work. 

We didn’t speak till we got into our car, 
and then Bob said, “Let’s eat at the drive- 
in, Kerry. I’ve got something important to 
discuss with you privately.” 

“All right. Bob.” I whispered, wonder- 
ingly. 

He put his big hand over my small shak- 
ing one. “Kerry, this isn’t going to be easy 
to say. Please try to be adult about it.” 

“Yes?” I was scared now. 

“If you weren't pregnant you would be 
glad, wouldn’t you? It would mean that 
our plans didn’t have to be changed. And 
now with Mr. Hartland offering you such 
a wonderful opportunity to make big 
money, we could get all the bills cleared 
up and really be on easy street. Then in 
three or four years you could quit and 
have a couple of children. and I'll love 
them. I promise. Doesn’t that sound sen- 
sible.” 

“Yes. Bob, it does, but what about this 
baby I’m carrying? It’s too late to change 
things now. Even if I wanted to, I couldn’t.” 

He looked away from me, and his voice 
was very low. “I’ve found a way. I—I 
wouldn’t think of asking it of you, darling, 
except that this fellow I know said his 
girl friend had it done and there wasn’t 
much to it.” 

“Much to what?” Cold, disbelieving ter- 
ror clutched at my heart. 

“Getting rid of the baby.” 

Those five words shattered my life. Our 
child, the symbol of our love, and Bob 
wanted to destroy it. “How can you love 
me and even think such a thing! Wanting 
to kill our baby and maybe put my life in 
jeopardy. Bob, I won't, I won’t!” 
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“Hush, Kerry, and listen to me. [m not 
insisting, just showing you a way out. It’s 
got to be your decision, too.” 

“Never!” I sobbed, wanting to run, to 
hide somewhere. 

What made me change my mind? [ll 
never know really. The baby I had wanted 
so much now seemed like a terrible bur- 
den. Nothing was real anymore. Nothing 
except Bob with deep resentment in his 
eyes. We scarcely spoke to each other, and 
I felt so lonely and lost. More than any- 
thing I wanted R»b to take me in his arms 
and love me and be happy. Our marriage 
was the most wonderful thing that had 
ever happened to me, and I had to stand 
by helplessly and watch it fall apart. 

Weary and almost sick, I asked Bob 
“Could—could I just talk to this woman 
who—who does these operations? Maybe 
I'll be able to decide something then.” 

Bob extracted a folded piece of paper 
from his wallet. “This is her telephone 
number. Tell her you’re taking an educa- 
tional survey and would like to ask her a 
few questions. She’ll know it’s safe to talk 
then. This fellow I know told me to say 
this if we should cali her.” 

“All right,” I said woodenly. 

Bob looked suddenly apprehensive. 
“Kerry, don’t do this just for me.” 

“I’m not. Bob. It’s for our marriage.” 
A marriage that will never be the same 
again, I wanted to tell him. 

“Kerry—” He reached for me, and I 
turned away quickly. lest he see the tears. 

The woman’s name was Marie and she 
was a nurse. Her voice was reassuring over 
the phone. “Now dearie. don’t you fret a 
minute. Nothing to it, really. Just a few 
minutes and all your troubles will be over. 
Can you come Saturday night at nine? The 
address is 381 E. 84th. House sets way 
back and has a high fence around it.” 

All my would be over, 
words hammered at my brain. So easy. so 
quick. No more tears. no more tension with 
Bob, and I could accept Mr. Hartland’s 
offer. I heard my voice whisper to her, “Ill 
be there.” 

By Saturday night I was numb and be- 
yond all rational thinking. I felt like a 
robot with someone pushing the keys to 
make me walk and talk. Since the call to 
Marie my nights had been sleepless, and 
in an effort to rid myself of torment and 


troubles her 


unbearable headaches, I took large quan- 
tities of barbiturates. 

Just before Bob and I left that night I 
took three more pills. The directions said 
only one for a good night’s sleep, but I 
wanted to be sure that nothing would seem 
real to me. Maybe if I could pass out I'd 
wake up and everything would be over. 
The crime committed and no memory of 
it happening. 

During the hour it took to drive there 
neither Bob nor I said much. The drug 
began to take effect and it all seemed like 
a horrible nightmare. Marie lived near the 
railroad tracks in a shabby, dirty neigh- 
borhood. 







Just as we pulled up in front of the high 
fence, a woman opened the gate and got 
into a waiting car. In the glare of the 
headlights I saw her face, pale and sick 
looking. Bob turned to me quickly. “Let’s 
go home, Kerry.” 

Perhaps if I hadn’t taken those pills, if 
I could have thought clearly, I wouldn’t 
be writing this story now. I would have 
gone home with Bob and had our baby 
and faced our problems. Instead. I heard 
my voice and it seemed to come from far 
off, not to be a part of me at all. “We 
don’t want our baby.” Then I was opening 
the door and there was no turning back, 

Marie answered Bob’s knock. She was 
a short, heavy-set woman with gray. kinky 
hair and furtive eyes. Her cotton dress 
was faded and over it she was wearing a 
big white apron. Like the aprons butchers 
wear. I thought dazedly, and wanted to 
laugh in near hysteria. 

“You wait here,” she told Bob after he'd 
paid her $50. The radio was on loud, and 
she gestured toward a maroon velour chair, 

He gripped my arm hard and his voice 
was frightened. “Darling. are you sure?” 

“Let’s get it over with.” I choked, and 
swayed against Marie. She helped me into 
the kitchen and shut the door. There was 
a table covered with newspapers, and she 
had to almost lift me on to it. 

“Will it hurt awfully?” I whispered. 

“You can stand it,” she told me. setting 
a pan of instruments on the table. 

“Aren't you going to give me any anes 
thetic?” 

She frowned. “No, dearie. You’ve got to 
walk out of here like nothing had _hap- 
pened. Never know who might be watch 
ing.” 

“What will you do to me?” the fear was 
penetrating the drug I’d taken, and I tried 
to sit up. 

Marie’s words drifted to me through a 
gray fog. “. . . This long swab ... Air 
kills the baby instantly .. . in a few hours, 
you'll start cramping . stay on your 
feet... 

It sounded so simple. What I didn't 
know then was that less than 50 per cent 
of this type of abortion is successful. Some 
of the victims hemorrhage to death, others 
die of blood poisoning and some fall prey 
to cancer from rotted tissue. Abortionists 
like Marie prefer to do “simple” opera 
tions because there isn’t much chance of 
death on the table from bleeding or shock. 
Complications occur a few hours after 
wards and there isn’t a dying or dead 
woman to dump in some dark alley. 

The pain clawed at me then with re 
lentless fingers, and I gasped for breath. 
“No. oh no,” I moaned. “Stop, please, | 
can’t stand it. I want to go home.” 

“Hold still,” she commanded, pushing 
me down. 

“Bob!” I whimpered, terrified and in 
agony. “Bob help me.” 

Another unbearable pain tore through 
me and I fought for my breath, and thea 
came blessed oblivion. 
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When I regained consciousness, Marie 
was holding smelling salts under my nose 
and Bob was rubbing my wrists frantically. 

Bob half carried me to the car where I 
passed out again from the pain and emo- 
tional shock. As reality slipped away I 
heard him murmur, “God forgive me.” 

All night I walked the floor, stopping 
only when the pains doubled me up. Bob 
fixed countless cups of coffee and I drank 
till I gagged. How much longer would 
the pains tear at me? When would I lose 
the baby, or would I lose my sanity first? 


AWN FINALLY came and the pains 
began to abate. “I’ve got to lie down,” 
I moaned. “I feel as though I'll faint.” 

All the next day I was too weak to get 
out of bed and by night the fever started. 
I took aspirin and tossed fitfully. Why 
hadn’t I had the miscarriage? Marie had 
said just a few hours, and it was nearly 
twenty-four. 

When the alarm went off the next morn- 
ing it seemed to come from a great dis- 
tance. I had difficulty in turning my head, 
it felt so big and heavy. Bob laid his hand 
on my forehead and drew it back in un- 
masked fright. “Kerry, you’re burning up 
with fever.” He got the thermometer and 
three minutes later it confirmed his words. 
One hundred and three. 

“T’'m going to call a doctor.” he said. 

“No, don’t, Bob. If he examines me he’ll 
find out about the operation. That will 
mean a police investigation.” 

Bob buried his face in his shaking hands. 
“What can we do, darling? You’ve got 
to have help.” 

The fever climbed steadily. Bob stayed 
home from work and did the best he could 
for me with the ice bag and aspirin and 
towels rung out in cold water. When the 
chills hit me he’d pile on extra blankets 
and put a hot water bag at my stomach, and 
I'd shake till my muscles knotted in spasms 
of pain. I don’t remember much more. 
Bob holding me, his face tear-streaked. 
The thermometer soaring to 105. The fun- 
ny pain around my heart and my hands 
turning blue. The wail of the ambulance 
and later a lot of strange people in white 
and a voice saying, “Peritonitis.” 

Yes, I’m lucky to be alive. Skillful doc- 
tors, powerful drugs and an emergency 
hysterectomy are responsible. And prayer. 
Doctor Jackson said that Bob knelt down 
by my bed and prayed when he told him 
there wasn’t any hope. 

The first few hours, after I was told I 
could never bear a child, I spent condemn- 
ing Bob, hating him even. But as the shock 
lessened I knew that I was just as much 
to blame. More perhaps. I could have said 
no. We had done this terrible thing to- 
gether, and together we must go through 
life sharing our guilt. Would our marriage 
last—built on such a foundation? Could 
we ever hope to achieve any real happiness 
when we had destroyed our God-given 
Tight of parenthood? Only time and prayer 
can give me these answers. THE END 
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son, Jackie, with her. And she had not 
done it in a fit of anger, or with a bitter 
denouncement of our marriage. Instead, 
she was calm, almost calculating in her 
departure. Now, despite my telephone 
pleas and arguments, she refused to return 
But there was still 
there was still 


or even to see me. 
warmness in her voice; 
affection. 

I walked back into the living room where 
Mother was reading. She spoke without 
looking up from her book. 

“Well,” she said, “where did that get 
you?” 

I did not answer. 

“T’ve told you, Frank,” she went on, “the 
sooner you forget that girl the better.” 

“Don’t refer to Evelyn as ‘that girl.’ 
Mother,” I said sharply. “She’s my wife 
and the mother of your grandson. That 
should make her more than just ‘that girl’ 
in this house.” 

“Let’s not go into all of the unpleasant- 
ness of the situation,” Mother said, “We 
all make mistakes, and we must admit 
them and learn by such experiences. Your 
marriage to Evelyn was just that, Frank, 
dear, a mistake. It was a big one and 
that’s all the more reason why you should 
admit it to yourself and be done with it. 
She was a young, immature girl, and not 
ready for responsibilities. Certainly not 
the kind of responsibilities that go with 
being a member of this family.” 

I heaved a long. heavy sigh, as if I 
thought it would shake away all of the 
despondency, all of the hopelessness within 
me. Arguing with Mother certainly would 
not do it. I picked a book from the library 
shelf and flipped open the pages. The 
print only blurred before my eyes. I could 
no more concentrate on the words than I 
could have sat there and unravelled the 
mysteries of the world’s five great religions. 

The trouble was. I could not be as cold- 
hlooded as Mother. I could not simply 
mark Evelyn down as a mistake and forget 
her. There had been too much between 
us that was good. I could not forget. How 
could Evelyn? 


We had met and begun dating while in 
college, and by the time I was ready to 
transfer to a nearby medical school, we 
were ready to talk of marriage. 

“I—I know it seems like a long wait, 
baby,” I told her, “but I think it’s the 
best way for us. I couldn’t ask you to 
tie yourself to a husband who was still a 
schoolboy.” 

“Listen, Frank Collins,” Evelyn had said 
with a smile, “don’t try to put it off on 
me. 1] would marry you right now, even 
if you were an unemployed loafer. If you 
think we should wait, okay. But say it’s 
because you think I'd be in the way while 
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My Meddling Mother 


(Continued from Page 24) 


you were trying to study, or say that you 
don’t want to have to live from hand to 
mouth for the next few years, like we 
would have to do. But say you don’t want 
to do these things, not that they aren’t 
right for me. It’s your idea. Ill wait 
for you until Niagara falls if you say so, 
Frank, but I’d rather have you now, even 
if you don’t come with a house or a bank 
account or even a weekly pay check.” 

What could I say to that? I couldn’t 
tell her that I wanted to marry her so 
badly that I ached, but that I didn’t think 
my mother would approve. And that was 
what it amounted to. I had given Evelyn 
all that Jong argument about how it wasn’t 
economically sound for us to marry and 
her to have to work while I was learning 
to be a doctor, but there were too many 
campus couples around to make me sound 
silly. The GI Bill was supporting num- 
berless college married couples. How 
could I say it couldn’t be done? No, the 
real reason for my reluctance was Mother. 
I had even been afraid to tell her that 
there was anything serious between Eve- 
lyn and me. 

In all my life, I had never done any- 
thing without my mother’s consent. It was 
unthinkable that I should do something 
now. But it was also unthinkable to tell 
her that I wanted to marry Evelyn. I knew 
what she would say, and I feared to hear 
it from her lips. 

There had been times before when I 
had my own desires in direct opposition 
to hers. When I had been a small boy, I 
had tried to rebel against the afternoon 
naps that no one my age any longer took. 
I was unable to play baseball with the 
neighborhood boys on the sandlot because 
—of all things—I had to go home and 
take a nap. This was one of the things 
that I heard Mother and Father arguing 
about before he died. 

“You’re making a sissy out of the boy, 
Mary.” he said bitterly. “You wanted him 
to be a girl, and you’ve never quite made 
yourself believe that he is not. If you’re 
not careful. we’re going to have a very 
badly and perhaps tragically maladjusted 
boy on our hands.” 

Mother had then lashed into him with 
all the fury with which she was capable, 
and in the end, Father had made a swift 
retreat. Nevertheless. I resolved then and 
there that I would not be made a sissy. 

But it wasn’t easy. Mother and I clashed 
—although not openly—on such things as 
the school plays, in which she insisted I 
should have long parts. I did not feel at 
all comfortable upon the stage, and had 
cried shamefully when she insisted I partic- 
ipate. Yet, I always wound up doing as 
she wanted. 

I had once even decided against becom- 






ing a doctor, only to have Mother tongue. 
lash me into remembering that it had been 
a family heritage to be a member of the 
medical profession. I could not hold out 
against her. 

And now, I was proposing to tell her 
that I wanted to marry a girl whom she 
had never seen, even before going to med- 
ical school. It was utterly impossible. So 
Evelyn and I were secretly married. 


E HAD to forego a honeymoon; there 

wasn’t enough money and we had too 
many details of the hectic future before 
us to work out. But two weeks later J 
went home to tell Mother the news. | 
went alone. 

“What a pleasant surprise to have you 
home, darling.” Mother greeted me. | had 
long since grown weary of her calling me 
“darling” and dear,” but telling her so 
was pointless. 

“It’s just for overnight. Mother,” I told 
her. “I'll have to get back to the campus 
tomorrow.” 

I did the usual things: showered. shaved, 
changed clothes for dinner, stalling for 
just the right moment to tell her. After 
dinner, while we were sitting drinking 
coffee together, seemed the best time to 
break the news. I still wasn’t at all sure 
how to go about it, but I tried a positive 
approach. 

“Mother,” I said, “I’ve just done the 
biggest thing in my life. It’s the most 
wonderful thing that’s ever happened to 
me. I hope you will approve of it; I hope 
you will be as happy as I am.” 

I paused to watch her reaction. A look 
of pleasant interest played in her eyes. 
I let her have it. 

“Evelyn and I are married.” 

Mother’s face contorted in shock. I could 
have slapped her and not drawn a more 
stunned expression. Frantically my mind 
searched for words to comfort her, to ease 
the pain so clearly etched across her face. 
But all I could do was mumble ineffectu- 
ally: “We had a quiet wedding before a 
justice of the peace two weeks ago. We— 
we thought it best that way ...” The 
weak sound of my own voice trailed off 
into nothingness. Tears flared in Mother's 
piercing eyes. Then she got up and slowly 
walked from the room without a word. 

The next morning, when I came down 
to catch my train back to college, Mother 
was puttering busily in the kitchen. | 
paused in the doorway a moment, wonder- 
ing whether I should speak or just leave 
quietly. Surprisingly, Mother spoke first. 

“Good morning, Frank, dear.” She said 
it cheerily, as if none of the unpleasantness 
of the night before had ever really hap- 








pened. 

“Good morning, Mother,” I replied, 
walking over and kissing her lightly on 
the cheek. I felt her body stiffen slightly 
at my touch, and she looked up at me 
silently for a fleeting second. In that im 
stant, I thought I saw still a trace of 4 
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tear in her eye. Then she moved away 
quickly and began to crack eggs over a 
skillet. 

“Ready for some breakfast?” she asked. 

“I don’t have time, Mother, really. My 
train leaves in half an hour. I’ve already 
called a taxi,” I told her. 

“Oh.” she said with disappointment. 
Then she added: “Well, have a good trip 
back, dear.” 

Her voice was casual, yet there was a 
fnality in what she said, as if I were 
being dismissed. I realized then that she 
did not intend to speak of Evelyn or my 
marriage, and that this was her way of 
making sure I did not speak of it either. 
She did not intend to recognize the fact 
that my marriage to Evelyn even existed! 


If any marriage could have gotten off 
to a worse start, I don’t see how. I could 
not somehow bring myself to tell Evelyn 
precisely how Mother felt about it, but 
neither could I completely keep it from 
her. Somehow, she knew. But a still more 
drastic development was her becoming 
pregnant during the first month of our 
marriage. She had time to finish out her 
last two months in college and graduate, 
but her going to work immediately, as she 
had planned, was suddenly out. 

Nevertheless, since I had an education 
fund left by my father to take care of 
my schooling, Evelyn insisted that I 
on to Medical College. Meanwhile, she 
went home to her parents to have the baby. 

For six months after my marriage to 
Evelyn, Mother never once mentioned her 
name in any letters or telephone calls to 
me. The closest she ever came to it was 
when she expressed her disappointment 
at my enrolling in medical school during 
the summer session without taking a vaca- 
tion. She knew that Evelyn had wanted 
me to begin immediately. “If you don’t 
plunge right into it now,” Evelyn had said, 
“you may never get back to it. Let’s don’t 
take that chance.” 

But despite Mother’s apparent refusal 
to recognize Evelyn or our marriage, I 
mentioned something of my wife in every 
letter I wrote home, including a regular 
report of her expectancy. Mother ignored 
every word. And then, abruptly and with- 
out explanation, Mother’s whole attitude 
seemed to change. She announced simply 
that she would like to have Evelyn and I 
come and visit her at our first opportunity. 
Later, she made inquiries and suggestions 
as to Evelyn’s health. 

Mother’s change of heart brought an 
immense sigh of relief from me. I felt 
that the cold war was over. Evelyn seemed 
extremely happy, and two months before 
the baby was to be born, I took Evelyn 
home to Mother for the first time. 

Yet, there was something in their very 
first meeting that gave me the chilly feel- 
ing there would never be good blood be- 
tween them. They did not meet as mother 
and daughter, but rather as two 
tivals who had declared a truce- 


women 
—a truce 








that both knew would be impossible to 
keep. Mother smiled pleasantly and Eve- 
lyn spoke politely, but they never kissed, 
or touched hands or showed any honest 
affection for each other. 

When our weekend with Mother was 
over, I knew that their meeting had been 
far, far from what I had dreamed, but I 
consoled myself with the fact that the bar- 
rier had at least been pierced; contact 
had been established. That, I told myself, 
was better than nothing. I should have 
known better. Zoo keepers have more 
sense than to put two cats of a different 
breed together. 


The first crisis to arise was with the 
birth of our son. Evelyn and I had decided 
that a boy would be named Jackie, a girl 
Robin. We based our choices merely on 
what sounded good to us, the names we 
would like to call our children. Mother, 
however, had more complicated ideas. 

“The name Frank Collins has appeared 
in every generation of the Collins family,” 
she said when she came to the hospital 
in Evelyn’s home town. “Now the family 
is thinning out. I think you should name 
your son Frank, Jr.” 

“Oh, no,” Evelyn protested, “I don’t 
even like the name, and I certainly never 
thought I’d ever be married to anybody 
named Frank. But that I can put up 
with. As for calling my son that, never!” 
and even 
but she meant every word of it, 
Her reply 
Then she 


Evelyn said it good-humoredly, 
laughed. 
and somehow Mother knew it. 
was curt: “Very well, Evelyn.” 
left. 

Mother was not through trying, however. 
She argued me later that evening 
over naming the child, and although I had 
decided that there was nothing wrong with 
her suggestion, I knew that Evelyn would 
never agree. “I’m sorry, Mother,” I told 
her, “but Evelyn has already named him 
Jackie for the record.” 

That may have been the opening shot 
—the signal of eternal war my 
mother and my wife. For in the few short 
years that my marriage had lasted, there 


with 


between 


was no peace between them. 


Oh, there were pretenses made, of 
course. We visited Mother whenever we 
could, and she and Evelyn exchanged 


greeting cards on those holidays when we 
could not be together. But the sentiments 
expressed in the cards were not in their 
hearts. 

All during my years in medical school, 
however. Mother expressed a willingness 

help ease our plight as much as she 
could. This consisted mainly of offering 
to keep Jackie with her at home. I was a 
bit surprised at first. knowing how much 
a baby boy could upset her orderly routine. 
Nevertheless, she pressed the issue. 

“Look at it sensibly, Evelyn,” she often 
said, “It would be much easier for you 
and Frank if Jackie stayed with me for 
a while. Certainly that would ease some 
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of the pressure off what I must say is a 
strained budget, with you working and 
Frank still in school. Besides, he has ex- 
aminations coming up. It would be a lot 
more peaceful for Frank to study if Jackie 
was out of the way.” 

Evelyn would have none of it, though. 
“Jackie doesn’t put one little old dent in 
our budget. At least. not enough to make 
me ship him off. And Frank will just have 
to manage. I’m sure he’d rather have his 
son than an old straight-A average.” 

When I heard these sort of arguments 
brewing, I cleared out of the house. I 
didn’t want to take sides. 

But the tugs of war—about Jackie, about 
how little money Evelyn and I had to live 
on, about the way Evelyn kept the little 
two-and-a-half room apartment that we 
called a home—raged on. Not with any 
open flareups, but they were going on 
just the same. Meanwhile. Evelyn and I 
managed somehow to pay the bills, al- 
though not always on time. and to eat. even 
if it seemed too infrequently to be pork 
and beans. And there was fun in between: 
cheap movies, parks, tours of museums. 
We made a game of our poverty, often 
pretending we were really a rich young 
couple out slumming. 

The big blowup came, however, when I 
at last graduated from medical school 
and was assigned to interne at a hospital 
in my own hometown. Mother was delight- 
ed. and told of her anxiety to have us 
home. Evelyn, meanwhile, had figured 
differently. She had not considered mov- 
ing into the same house with my mother. 
Furthermore, the prospect did not appeal 
to her. 

“T think it would be a terrible mistake,” 
she told me, matter-of-factly. 

“Just what have you got against Mother, 
Evelyn,” I asked her, at last getting up 
the courage to bring this bickering out 
into the open. 

“It hasn’t anything to do with how I 
feel about your mother, Frank.” Evelyn 
replied, “It’s just that I don’t think young 
married couples should live with in-laws. 
And if we didn’t have to do it from the 
start. why should we take a backward step 
now? Oh, Frank. don’t you see? I’m just 
like any other wife who wants a home of 
her own, no matter how humble or rented, 
and a chance to take care of her husband 
and baby. You don’t feel like you’re doing 
that when you’re in somebody else’s 
house.” 

“But it isn’t somebody else’s house. Eve- 
lyn.” I countered. “It’s my home. It has 
been all my life. And you should feel that 
it’s your home, too, now. After all, some- 
day we’ll actually inherit it.” 

“Tt’s your mother’s home, Frank,” Evelyn 
said quietly, “That’s what it is now, that’s 
what it will always be. Please, let’s find us 
a place of our own, even if it’s no more 
than we have now.” 

“All right,” I sighed. “We'll try.” 

I must have realized then, even as I 
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made Evelyn the promise, that I would not 
keep it. 

“Tt’s so childish, Frank, dear,” Mother 
said in that persuasive way of hers, “to 
even think of not staying in your own 
home. Evelyn should realize how much 
easier it will be for you to save money 
to open up your own office later by cutting 
down on your expenses. It doesn’t make 
sense to spend unnecessarily on an apart- 
ment.” 

“JT just don’t know, Mother,” I said, 
shaking my head, “I just don’t know.” 

“Of course you don’t, dear,” Mother 
said, “but that’s what mothers are for, to 
show their children the best way.” She 
patted me on the head. I felt very much 
like a small boy. 

Two weeks later, Evelyn, Jackie and I 
moved in with Mother. 


T’S EASY to pinpoint the trouble spots 

from then on. Mother and Evelyn ar- 
gued, ever so nicely, about what to prepare 
for my meals, what Jackie should wear 
out to play, whether or not Evelyn should 
have bought a new dress (“I don’t think 
you really realize the value of money, Eve- 
lyn,” Mother would say), and how Evelyn 
should have made more effort to become 
a part of the local society set. Before a 
year was out, Evelyn was ready to give up. 
There were no tears, no hysteria. Evelyn 
wasn’t the type. 

“I don’t want to say ‘I told you so,’ 
Frank,” she declared, “and I don’t want 
to sound melodramatic, but I’ve had it. 
I’ve lived in your mother’s house nearly 
a year now. and nothing I have done has 
ever been right as far as she’s concerned. 
Not only does she want to boss me, but 
she wants to dictate what is best for you 
and for my son. I don’t think I should 
be expected to take that.” 

“She only says what she thinks is best, 
Evelyn,” I protested, “I don’t think you 
really try to understand her.” 

“T’ve tried, Frank, very hard,” Evelyn 
said, “A year isn’t exactly a short time 
to try.” 

“What are you driving at?” I asked. 

“What I’m driving at is for us to make 
it on our own, like we planned from the 
beginning; like we were doing before you 
gave in to her and decided to come back 
home.” 

“I didn’t give in to her,” I declared. 
“This is my home, this is where I belong. 
And it’s where you belong, too, if you 
would just try to see it.” 

“No, Frank.” Evelyn said, “I don’t be- 
long here. In this house I am an intruder 
as far as your mother is concerned. You’re 
her only son, and she doesn’t intend to 
give you up. No, you’re her flesh and 
blood. It would be easier for me if my 
rival were just another woman.” 

“Evelyn!” I snapped sternly, “that’s an 
unfair accusation.” 

“You know it’s the truth,” Evelyn re- 
torted, her voice rising slightly. “She 





doesn’t intend for you to ever leave her, 
Frank. It isn’t as if she depended on yoy 
financially. She doesn’t because your fa. 
ther left her comfortably fixed. But she 
wants you to stay a ‘mama’s boy.’ ” 

I felt the anger rising in my face. | 
was stung by the words; the insinuations 
that I was a pampered child. “You've said 
enough, Evelyn!” I snapped. 

She was very quiet for a moment, then 
she said calmly “Yes, I think I have. It’s 
as if I'd made my exit line.” She stopped, 
then went on: “I’m leaving this house, 
Frank, and I’m taking Jackie with me. — 
I hope I won’t have to leave without you.” 

I was unprepared for her ultimatum, 
First, I thought to argue with her, to plead 
if necessary, for her not to do it. Then 
I decided she was bluffing, that she would 
never do such a thing. Somehow, in all 
my thinking, I never really thought to go 
with her. I knew Mother would not hear 
of it. 

When I realized that Evelyn was really 
leaving the next day, I left it to Mother 
to argue her out of it. That, however, was 
a mistake. Mother’s greatest concern was 
Jackie. She was furious at the idea that 
Evelyn should threaten to take him from 
the house. But Evelyn did more than 
threaten. That night, she took Jackie and 
left. 

Mother was almost insanely angry. | 
had not seen her so upset since the day 
I had told her of my marriage. 


Now, the last few days had been differ. 
ent. Mother was calm again, and spoke 
of Evelyn only when she suspected I had 
been talking to her on the telephone, trying 
to get her to return. Mother’s sudden 
change of attitude should have served as 
a warning to me. But I was thinking too 
much of Evelyn, realizing how determined 
she really was, for now she had taken an 
apartment in town and gotten a secretarial 
job. 

“You’ve been so busy thinking of that 
girl that you hardly ever pay any attention 
to your old mother anymore.” 

Mother’s voice drifted in, filtering 
through my thoughts as I sat staring blank- 
ly at the open book in my hands. 

“I’m sorry, Mother,” I started, “I—” 

“IT know, dear.” she broke in, “it’s just 
like I was saying, you don’t even know 
I’m here. I think maybe I'll take a little 
trip, then you'll miss me. It’s a nice time 
of year to go down to Hot Springs, take 
a few baths. Do you mind if I leave ina 
day or two?” 

“Of course not, Mother,” I said. She 
had not been to Hot Springs in a long 
time, and she always seemed to enjoy it 
so. The trip would be good for her, I said 
to myself. 
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I was at the hospital three days later 
when my telephone rang. It was Evelyn. 

“Frank,” she said quickly, “please come 
over right away. Jackie’s gone.” 
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“Gone? What do you mean?” 
“T don’t know,” Evelyn said. “Please 
hurry.” 


I couldn’t help thinking, as I rushed 
from the hospital, that I had never heard 
Evelyn so upset in all my life. I was at 
her place within twenty minutes. 

Evelyn was in tears. “Oh, Frank,” she 
cried, “I’m so worried, I—” She broke 
into tears. I calmed her as best I could. 

“Take it easy,” I said, “and tell me what 
happened.” 

“J went to work this morning and left 
him with Margaret, as usual,” she said, 
motioning to the teen-age girl who sat on 
the sofa, looking very frightened. “When 
Icame home this afternoon. Margaret told 
me that a woman had been here from the 
Welfare Department, and said that she 
had received complaints about a neglected 
child here. She said Jackie had to come 
with her, although Margaret begged her 
not to take him. Jackie was taking his 
nap when the woman came, and Margaret 
said the woman made her wait outside the 
room and closed the door while she woke 
him up and got him dressed. The woman 
left her name, Mrs. Doris Wilson, and 
said she would call me and talk to me 
about it. But I didn’t hear from her. Oh, 
Frank, do you think your mother report- 
ed—” 

I didn’t answer. I already was thumbing 
through the telephone book for the number 
of the City Welfare Bureau. I found it and 
dialed the phone. The woman on the other 
end of the line was very polite. Yes, they 
had a Mrs. Wilson there, but her name 
was Nora, not Doris, and she was in the 
clerical department, not a case worker. 
No, they didn’t take children in without 
talking to their parents. There must have 
been a mistake. I hung up the telephone. 

“Mrs. Wilson was a fake,” I said slowly. 

“Oh Frank, Frank, he’s been kid- 
napped,” Evelyn sobbed. 

I started dialing the number 
police. Then suddenly I stopped. 

“Margaret,” I said quickly, “describe 
the woman who took Jackie. Did he act 
as if he knew her?” 

“Well,” Margaret said slowly, “they 
were in the room alone when she woke 
him up, and they left so quickly after- 
wards, I don’t know. But she was a mid- 
dle-aged woman, about your color, and 
her hair was mixed gray. She talked real 
softly, and was well dressed. She was 
about as tall as Mrs. Collins here.” 

I didn’t wait to hear anymore. I knew 
well enough it was Mother. A phone call 
later I found out that she had not arrived 
in Hot Springs the day before, as I 
thought, but that she was expected that 
night at the hotel she regularly used. 

“Get ready while I check the airlines 
for the next plane to Hot Springs,” I told 
Evelyn. 


for the 


BY TWO A.M. in the morning, I was 


banging on the door of Mother’s hotel 


room. She didn’t open it until I told her 
who it was. 

“Frank, dear, what a surprise—” she 
began, and then she saw Evelyn beside 
me. We strode into the room. 

Mother’s face had frozen 
mask. She glared at Evelyn, whose eyes 
suddenly lit up. “Jackie!” Evelyn 
claimed, and rushed into a bedroom where 
a very sleepy-eyed little boy was just stick- 
ing his head out from under the cover, 
peeping to see what was going on. 


into a hard 


ex- 


“Don’t let her touch him, Frank!” 
Mother yelled. “She’s not a fit mother 
for your son, she doesn’t know how to 


raise him. She—” 

“For God’s sake, shut up!” I shouted. 

Mother looked as if I had struck her, 
but I felt no pity. 

“You’re sick,” I went on, “very sick. I 
didn’t know until now how heartless, how 
ruthless, how sick you really are.” 

“Frank!” Mother screamed. 

“Listen to every word,” I shot back. 
“Evelyn was too polite to say so, until 
she was fed up to her ears. But you are 
a selfish old woman. You would ruin my 
marriage to keep me tied to your apron 
strings. And as if that weren’t enough, 
you steal—yes, actually steal—Jackie from 
Did you ever think how Evelyn 
She has feelings 


his mother. 
felt? She’s a mother, too. 
for her child.” 

“Frank, I only did what I thought best,” 
Mother pleaded between sobs. 

“No, Mother.” I answered, calmly now, 
“You did what you wanted to do. You 
always have. And now I’m going to do 
what I want to do, what I want to do 
very much. I’m going to take my wife and 
son home. Not to your house, but home 
—wherever we will be alone.” 


After Evelyn and I left the hotel later 
with Jackie, she put her hand on my arm. 
“Don’t be too harsh on your mother, 
Frank,” she said. “She loves you, just 
like I love Jackie. She just loves too self- 


ishly.” 
“Yes.” I answered, “I mustn’t be too 
hard on her. Maybe I can forgive the 


terrible thing she’s done to you; the thing 
I saw in your eyes when you thought some- 
thing had happened to Jackie. But I'll 
never again forget that you and I belong 
to each other Jackie before we 
belong to anyone else.” 

Evelyn squeezed my arm again. It was 
a good feeling. 


and to 


THE END 
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I Hope PIl Never 


(Continued from Page 20) 


Today. he is a topflight repair man—tele- 
visions, radios, vendors and the like—and 
doing perfectly okay with his own business. 

After finishing DuSable, I got my degree 
in music from the Chicago Conservatory 
and entered the University of California at 
Los Angeles for a while, majoring in so- 
ciology and economics. For what, I don’t 
know, for I’m a musician all the way. 

Meanwhile, I got a job playing piano at 
Elmer’s Tavern on State Street across from 
the Chicago Theater. I was successful in 
my audition for the owner, Adolph Truesch 
and the first night I played there, Clarence 
Browning, another pianist who had been 
working for quite a spell at Elmer’s, asked 
the audience did it want me there regu- 
larly. They said yes by a big round of ap- 
plause. I stayed there and Browning was 
finally let go. 

Elmer’s proved the starting point of my 
present career. It was at Elmer’s that a 
Time magazine writer heard me and wrote 
in the next issue that I could easily go into 
Town Hall in New York and be a sensa- 
tion. As a direct result, Joe Sherman, a 
former prizefighter who owned the Garrick 
Show Lounge on West Randolph Street, 
came to me with a proposition. He wanted 
to sponsor me in an Orchestra Hall con- 
cert. He paid me $250 for the appearance 
that was a sellout days before it came off 
that evening in 1942. In fact, it was the 
best attended affair at Orchestra Hall for 
the year. even outdrawing the famous con- 
cert pianist, Horowitz. I got a page one 
review in the Chicago Tribune from the 
“tough” music critic, Claudia Cassidy, who 
raved over what I call a “hybrid” concert. 

Sherman then gave me a job at the Gar- 
rick where I had a long run with such jazz 
musicians as Henry (Red) Allen, Hot Lips 
Page, Alberta Hunter and Ann Lewis. But 
Sherman refused to give me a raise from 
the $250 I was getting. I was asking for 
$300 and when he wouldn’t give it to me, I 
went across the street and had a talk with 
Ralph Berger, owner of the Latin Quarter, 
and he signed me at $600 a week. 

After that I made my first theater debut 
at the Oriental co-starring with the famous 
Duncan Sisters. In 1944, I went to Holly- 
wood to appear in the movie, Sensations Of 
1945 for the producer, Andrew Stone. On 
my first trip East, I starred at Loew’s State 
on Broadway where the picture, which also 
starred Cab Calloway, had its premiere. It 
was during this engagement that I first met 
Hazel Scott, who was playing at the Roxy 
Theater. 

We didn’t hit it off so well. Maybe it 
was because we were both in the same busi- 
ness and because our development was 
parallel—she in New York and me in Chi- 
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cago. Whatever it was, we never got along 
together. 

Incidentally, it was while I was playing 
at Elmer’s that I helped singer Dinah 
Washington get started. She was at Du- 
Sable during the time I was a student there 
and she used to come down to Elmer’s and 
sing on my job so much I decided I'd bet- 
ter get her a job of her own. Although I 
haven’t been given the credit for it, it was 
I who took her around to Joe Sherman’s 
place one night for an audition. Joe re- 
named her Dinah Washington to replace 
her real name, Ruth Jones, and she was 
hired. It was also Dorothy Donegan who 
got her an audition with Lionel Hampton, 
who hired her as his band vocalist. Lionel 
and I have always been very good friends 
and when I told them of Dinah’s ability, 
they were very much interested. 

I don’t think Dinah has ever come 
around to hear me play since those days, 
although I was told she sang for free in 
my own Club Morocco in Los Angeles 
while I was on the road. This attitude was 
altogether different from that of Art Tatum 
who has no obligations to me in any sense. 
But we are close pals and when we are in 
New York at the same time, we make the 
holes-in-the-walls places together. He used 
to comment very helpfully on the things I 
played and offered practical ideas of im- 
proving them. 

This was also true of my other idol, Earl 
Hines, whom I like very much. I remember 
they, along with a lot of other nice people 
in show business, used to come by and en- 
courage me when I was playing at the 
Onyx on 52nd Street during the same time 
Tatum was playing next door at the Down 
Beat. Tatum and I had a friendly rivalry 
and our fans used to chase back and forth 
between the two clubs supporting us. 

I opened at Cafe Society, Downtown, in 
1949 but never got a chance to play Cafe 
Society, Uptown, because the owner, Bar- 
ney Josephson, didn’t want me on the same 
bill with his protégé. Hazel Scott. 

I met John T. McClain in 1948 when I 
was in Los Angeles playing at the Troc- 
adero. One of his sisters, Helen Wright, 
the wife of Attorney Crispus Wright, a 
prominent West Coast lawyer and real es- 
tate man, gave a big society party one 
night at her beautiful home and invited me. 
Helen’s house is a dream and is ultra- 
modern and features a swimming pool. 
This was the setting in which she intro- 
duced me to her brother. 

John is a smooth talker and he stuck 
with me during the evening, despite the 
large number of guests, all of them well- 
known in their various fields and profes- 
sions. I played some guest numbers and 
John stood there at the piano as if fasci- 


nated. He fascinated me, too. I thought he 
was a very handsome and highly intelligent 
fellow—which he is. He told me about 
himself and how he had always been inter. 
ested in show business. But he was most 
interested in the business side of it since 
he didn’t play or sing. 

We talked of other things as we found 
each other easy to listen to and I promised 
I’'d see him again and maybe let him take 
me out. Now that I’m looking back, it js 
clear that John wanted me as much as J] 
wanted him. During the next few weeks 
we were together practically all the time | 
wasn’t working. I met his mother. Mrs, 
Della McClain, and his father, John, Sr, 
They all seemed to be very nice people and 
there came a time when I couldn’t think 
without including John in my thoughts, 

Finally, about the end of our first four 
weeks of acquaintance and courtship, he 
popped the question. He seemed so sincere 
and serious about things that I was happy 
to tell him I loved him and wanted to be 
his wife. We were married before a justice 
of the peace. John didn’t want a big for. 
mal wedding. Come to think of it, neither 
did I. 

We went to live with his mother and 
that’s when things began happening. John 
is from Tulsa, Okla., and is a smart busi- 
nessman. When we got married he was the 
owner of the Vernon Vogue Theater at 
1106 Vernon Avenue which was a part of 
an entire block of property he and his 
mother own, which also includes a drug. 
store. John likes to manage things. He 
thinks he’s cut out to be a boss. It wasn't 
long after we had been married that he 
came up with the proposition that he also 
would manage and boss me. We might have 
worked this out but it looked as though his 
sister and mother also wanted to boss and 
manage me. 

Helen invested $5,000 in the Morocco 
and didn’t plan to lose it. John was the 
manager of the club and it looked like the 
whole deal was being built around my 
name. From the beginning, the club wasa 
success. I played in it, of course, but 
didn’t have any idea it was meant to bea 
more or less must situation because my 
management had me booked plenty of 
places elsewhere. Listening to John and 
his folk, I began spending more and more 
time in the place until I finally woke up to 
what was going on. 


I believe Helen and Pearl Mirsky, the 








white manager they hired, expected me t0 
play there for nothing because I got noth 
ing for being the main attraction. She used 
to come by every morning I played there 
and take charge of the money. I used t 
tell John about it but he and Attorney 
Wright seemed to feel it was all right with 
a lot of “It’s for us, baby,” stuff. Once my 
name got in the lights outside, the plac 
did a landslide business. It proved strong 
enough to bring John’s other sister, Hart 
Lyons, all the way down from her home tt 
Alaska to help run the place. She becam 
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I claim I was abused badly and taken 
advantage of. Things grew strained be- 
tween John and me, even to the point 
where he cuffed me a couple of times in 
quarrels over the license, my salary and 
who would own the club since he had put 
$13,000 in it. And there was that night 
three years after Jan, our son, was born 
that both Helen and another sister jumped 
me during a quarrel over money. I’m no 
weakling nor coward and I was able to 
handle both of ’em. I don’t think either 
will want to jump me again! What got me 
down was the fact that my own husband, 
John, sided with his family in this and 
other situations. He is strictly a mama’s 
boy and I remember once reading a pas- 
sage in the Bible to him where it says that 
a man’s wife always comes first. 

When I finally decided to leave him for 
good, his family tried to again interfere, 
attempting to convince me that if I stayed 
things would be better. But I had had 
enough of it and since I was booked in 
New York, I went there after telling John 
we were through. In 1954, I flew to the 
Coast especially to get a divorce. But when 
John heard about it, he went into court 
and had it set aside. 

He’s back out there still living with his 
mother and father and the last I heard he 
was still driving my Cadillac around town. 
I think he still loves me, however, because 
he frequently calls me long distance for 
long talks and invitations to return. [ tell 
him he would have to do the right thing by 
me and live with me apart from his folk. 
But he insists on having his family around 
which I know would be the same old thing 
—they bossing, Dorothy doing what they 
wanted her to do. This would never permit 
us to have a happy marriage. So, I left my 
baby with my mother in Chicago and have 
since 1954 been strictly on my own. 

John and I jointly own a 30-unit build- 
ing in Los Angeles at 3026 Halldale Ave- 
nue near Jefferson. We went to court over 
it and today it is still in litigation and is 
in the hands of a receiver. 

After what I’ve gone through, do you 
blame me for planning never to fall in love 
again? 

Right now I’m doing all right. I’ve gotten 
over the hassels, and am concentrating on 
my work. I recently played a date at the 
Blue Note in Chicago, filling in for the late 
Clifford Brown following his unfortunate 
death in an automobile accident on the 
Pennsylvania Turnpike. Oscar Peterson 
and his group were opposite me on the 
same bill. The way I was received gave 
me the idea that maybe I might be suc- 

cessful with my own club in Chicago and 
I'm presently looking for a location on 
the Gold Coast on the Near North Side. 
If I can find the right place and the price 
is within reach, I’ll have my own Dorothy 
Donegan Room going pretty soon—sans 
mother-in-law and sisters. THE END 
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Come out from behind that cloud of darkness! 
Discover the happiness, the compliments that 
come your way when “SKIN SUCCESS” Bleach 
Cream helps you clear away those dull, dark sur- 
face-skin color-particles to bring out the full, 
glowing beauty of a lighter, brighter younger- 


looking complexion. 
Palmer’s “SKIN SUCCESS” 
proved what it can do. 


Still only 25¢ 
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Brighter new loveliness 


Bleach Cream has 
Thousands know the 
wonderful, special way this fragrant white cream 
works to help your skin look clearer, smoother, 
fairer—even when neglect and the sun of passing 
summers have made it seem hopelessly dark. 


COMPLEXION 
SECRET 


The gentle, deep-act- 
ing medicated foam 
of “SKIN SUCCESS” 
SOAP peps up your 
skin and fights off 
surface germs that 
often cause ugly 
pimples, blackheads, 
blemishes and those 
perspiration odors. 


There’s nothing finer at any price. Get it today! 


PALMER’s 





BLEACH CREAM 





WANT MORE DATES? 


USE Mona Lisa 


The perfume women desire, and the 





bewitching fragrance men admire. One 
application keeps you fresh all day. It 
will make the man you want... 
want you more. You'll never be with- 
out it, once you use it It's a subtle 
blend of Rare Imported French Oils 
with precious Jasmine. To acquaint 
you with this enchanting perfume, we 
offer for limited time MONA LISA 


va 
AT HALF PRICE 
Sent prepaid on receipt of 
Money Back Guarantee: Send $1. to 


RITORNELLE PERFUMES 











(Dept. B) 520 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 36. 


FOR THE FIRST TIME... 
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ee A SS — oyster... and 
= 0 Sr — _find a Genuine 


Saaniw< CULTURED PEARL 


An oyster* (non-edible) is picked right 
from the oyster bed, canned, packaged 
and sent directly to you. A genuine cul- 
tured pearl is GUARANTEED to be inside 
each oyster you open. You can now have 
for yourself or to present as a gift, a 
fabulous cultured pear! for a ring, tie pin, 
earrings, bracelet, necklace, etc. at the 
never before offered price of... 
REFUND FOR ANY REASON 
GUARANTEED $1 .82 

Check, Money Order, sorry no C.0.D. ea. 


*Imported from the orient oy = 
Total $2.00 
UNITED STATES FISHERIES — zo:al, $2.00 


P.O. Box 314 Great Neck, L.1., N.Y. 
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£MWvUmM You Want 
Make Him Yours Alone Forever 
You radiate the air of Love when you use 
this new, improved LURE PERFUME. Exotic, 
intriguing, mysterious — LURE PERFUME 
breathes of moonlit nights and romantic 
intoxicating trysts. Its strange overpowering 
fragrance seems to whisper “t Love You", 
drawing closer to your embrace the man 
you love. You'll be thrilled with your new 
charm with men. LURE PERFUME must help 
you, or I'll send your money right back. Com- 
plete with full directions, only $2 postpaid 
or $2.50 C.0.D. Write me now. ¢ 


LURO CO., Dept. 106-A, P.O. Box 388, Mt. Vernon, N.Y. 


~ UNCORK 25 FEET 
OF STOMACH TUBES 


Tomorrow Feel Frisky as a Kitten! 


4 generations rave about this amazing 
Laxative-Stomach Sweetener! 


Feel half-alive, headachy, suffer 
gassy upset, when stomach is 
soured by constipation? Black- 
Draught* relieves constipation 
while you sleep! Helps sweeten 
sour stomach, at same time! No 
harsh griping. Made from pure 
vegetable herbs. Brings comfort- 
ing relief overnight. Then life 
looks sunny again! Get Black- 
Draught from dealers today. 


*In Powder or Granulated form... and 
now in new, easy-to-take Tablets, too! 


When constipation 
FOR CHILDREN sours children’s di- 
gestion and disposition, get Syrup of Black- 
Draught. Youngsters love this sweet liquid. 
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developed legs, 
and fill out 
wish, or your legs all 
women have by following 
this new scientific method, 
Well-known authority on 
legs with years of experi- 
ence offers you this tested 
and proven scientific course 
—only 15 minutes a day— 
in the privacy of your home! 
Contains step-by-step illus- 
trations of the easy SCIEN- 
s1FIC LEG technique with 

mple instructions: gaining 
s hapely, stronger legs, im- 
proving skin color and cir- 
culation of legs. 


Send No Money! 
FREE 10-Day Trial! 


“She apely Legs Home 
Method,”’ just de posit $1.98 
plus postage with postman 
on delivery (in plain wrap- 
per) « Or send only $1.98 

th order and we pay post- 
age. Satisfaction guaranteed 
or return course for money 
back. 
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SKINNY LEGS! 


Try this new amazing scientific 
home method to ADD SHAPELY ~ * ~-, 
CURVES at ankles, calves, thighs, 


Skinny legs rob the rest of your figure 
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can try to help yourself improve under- 
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Design Smart Fashions 


LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 


field. Design own wardrobe at 
considerable saving. Gain experience design- 
ing for others. It may lead to thrilling career 
hop of your own some day. 
“learn-by-doing” course under guidance of 
qualified teachers provides ayy starting 
point for a career. 
‘Adventures in Dress Design.” 
NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
Dept. 3237 
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MAN 


and make him yours FOR- 
EVER. Why take chances 
against other 


women who 


to lea 
powerful that even bad women can keep 
girls go without. 


HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 
contains the very essence of confidential advice that a 
great Love and Marriage Expert has ds 
of women—all reduced to a simple set of rules—an easy 
formula that you can learn to use to WIN YOUR MAN. 
Y TRIAL—Just send your name and address today 
and on delivery deposit only. $2 postage 
. (Or send $2 with order to save C.0.D. and os. 
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you will be more than delighted or your' 
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Born To Sin 





(Continued From Page 10) 


Glennie writhing on the floor and walked 
out with only one scratch on my face. 

That night, Mom asked how I'd gotten 

“Oh. some girls got to teasing me about 
—about my clothes,” I lied, “and I got mad 
and slapped one and she scratched me.” 

Daddy had just come home from his 
work and right away he asked, “Emma, 
how come my baby ain’t got the right 
kind of clothes?” 

“This is the first I’ve heard that she 
hasn’t.” Mom said, looking at me in a hurt 
way. “I thought Suzanne had very nice 
things.” 

“Then how come the other girls was 
low-rating her?” Daddy demanded, his 
voice rising. 

Even though I knew that all I’d needed 
to do was to tell Mom and she’d have 
gotten me anything within reason. I started 
boo-hoo-ing and Daddy put his arms 
around me and kissed me, then. looking 
real angry. he said, “Emma. come Satur- 
day. you take this child downtown and get 
her some new duds, you hear?” 

Mom’s lips trembled and tears slid down 
her face and she turned away without a 
word and I knew she felt wronged. but 
instead of being sorry and trying to tell 
Daddy it wasn’t her fault. I sort of enjoyed 
having her bawled out—over me. And the 
worst thing was. I hadn’t really needed any 
new things because I was already as well 
dressed as any of the girls in school. But 
the following Saturday. Mom obeyed Dad- 
dy and took me downtown and let me buy 
everything I even thought I wanted—bal- 
lerina skirts, sweaters. saddle shoes and 
a lot more. And she didn’t have a word 
to say about what I chose or how much 
it cost. That was the first time there had 
ever been any coolness between us, but it 
sure wasn’t the last. Because whatever 
I wanted to do, Daddy always backed me 
up and he and Mom got into lots of fusses 
and wouldn’t speak to each other for days 
at a time. 

Looking back, I guess forces I knew 
nothing about were more or less directing 
my actions from then on. That must be 
true, for I’d find myself doing things, say- 
ing things I hadn’t planned or even thought 
of. Like the way I took up with Jock 
Watts after Steve and I had been a Mr. 
and Mrs. couple for only a couple of 
months. It was as if all I wanted was to 
show how great I was with boys—and after 
I started wearing my new clothes I began 
to get a terrific kick out of their rivalry 
over me. And the funny thing was. I got 
an even bigger kick out of breaking up 
twosomes, knowing that a lot of girls not 
only hated me, but feared me. 

Boys were always pestering me for dates, 
but knowing exactly what their objective 
was, I didn’t date much, for I had no sex 


urge that I was aware of. That was an 
advantage. because while I did neck with 
my “short term” steadies, it left me cold, 
It didn’t leave them cold, though. That 
gave me a wonderful feeling of power that 
slowly grew until I deliberately began to 
use it just to see if it would work, which 
usually it did. 

The summer after my first year in Junior 
High. I began to fill out. to develop rapid. 
ly. I was highly pleased and couldn’t get 
enough of studying and admiring myself 
in the mirror in my room. But it worried 
Mom. I could tell that from the way she 
would look at me when she thought | 
wasn't noticing. And she began to warn 
me about not letting boys do this or that 
and so on. All I would say was a demure. 

3. Mom, I understand. Mom.” And | 
dia ..derstand, maybe better than she did, 

Until that summer I'd never enjoyed 
church although I went with my parents 
every Sunday. But when I realized what 
happened at school was also happening 
in church. it made everything different, 
I mean older boys and even grown men 
were all the time looking at me in that 
certain way that told me exactly what was 
in their minds. But I pretended not to 
notice even when they made sly passes at 
me. and tried to date me. Not all of those 
who did that were boys. either. Some of 
the men would come up to me after church 
and tell me how pretty I was getting and 
get that funny, hot look in their eyes. while 
Daddy stood right there and beamed with 
pride. But Mom didn’t. She knew! Yet 
when she would try and wake Daddy up to 
what I was really like. he would get furious 
and charge her with being jealous of her 
own daughter! And she would cry heatt- 
brokenly. 

Late that summer our white-haired old 
minister retired and was replaced by a 
young, handsome one. Rev. Josiah Han- 
kins. And did all the female church mem- 
bers get into a tizzy over him! That made 
me want to get into the act. not because! 
was especially attracted to Rev. Hankins, 
but because the others were. I asked Mom 
if I could join the church choir and she 
looked at me in a way that told me she 
knew why I wanted to do that and she set 
her mouth in a stern line and forbade me 
to do so. 

Well naturally I wasn’t going to let her 
get away with that. So I told Daddy, and 
as usual, he bawled Mom out and asked 
her why she objected to my becoming 8 
choir member. Like I knew, Mom didnt 
dare tell her real reason. She said her 
reason was that I couldn’t sing. and that 
made Daddy even hotter and he said what 
better place could I learn than in the 
church choir. So, I joined the choir. And 
it wasn’t long before I noticed Rev. Har 
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puzzled look as though something was 
bothering him that he couldn’t understand. 
Well. maybe he didn’t know what it was, 
but / did. And I also knew that in time, 
he would find out all by himself! 
| HEN SCHOOL STARTED that fall, 
every time I walked down the halls 
there would be a chorus of wolf whistles. I 
pretended not to notice and without even 
planning it, I adopted a cool, stand-offish 
attitude which made the boys flock around 
me all the more. In the very first week of 
school two boys I didn’t even know had a 
fight back of the school because one had 
made some remark about me the other 
didn’t like. 

Some of the girls were always tagging 
around with me, hoping. as Fern put it 
in her crazy way, that some of my “magic” 
would rub off on them. But most of the 
others avoided me like poison and started 
a lot of stories about me and out of my 
hearing referred to me as “Round heels 
Critchlow.” That was supposed to queer 
me with their boy friends, but it didn’t 
work because they knew the stories weren’t 
true although most of them sure tried to 
make them true. 

All that sex gossip brought the subject 
into focus in a way that made me get real 
curious. I still had no desire for sex satis- 
faction, but I cold-bloodedly decided to 
find out what it was all about. 

Typical of my growing arrogance and 
my belief that I was the most attractive 
girl in school, I chose Tod Allen, one of 
the real big wheels, for my experiment. He 
was a star athlete, a straight A student, and 
he was president of the junior class. All 
the girls considered him a real dreamboat, 
especially pretty, popular Marylyn DeVoe, 
the girl he had gone steady with since 
grammar school. That made the odds real 
high, but I hadn’t the least doubt that I 
could bring Tod down whenever I chose 
because, strictly on the sly. he had made 
more than one pass in my direction. And I 
figured that all he needed was a little en- 
couragement for him to get hooked good 
and tight! So, I provided such encourage- 
ment, although not so that others knew 

And by that spring I knew he would 
fall like a ripe apple whenever I was 
ready to shake the limb. 

I was ready when the time for the annual 
Junior Spring Prom came around. I at- 
tended with my latest beau, a nice-looking 
boy named Cass Williams who really had 
it had. I knew he was going to be hurt 
plenty if my plans to rope Tod worked out. 

I didn’t care. 

I had a lovely new low-cut formal and 
a special beauty shop hairdo for the occa- 
sion and I knew I looked real sharp. Ap- 
parently Tod did also, for as soon as I had 
danced with Cass a couple of times, Tod 
cut in, and off we went, cheek to cheek, 
with me yielding to the pressure of his 
arms and allowing him to press closely 
against my lithe softness, P retty quick his 





breathing quickened and he whispered. 
“Suzy, you’re the most! The absolute 
most! Oooh!” 

Glancing up into his fevered eyes, I 
drawled, “So are you—darling!” 

I felt the quiver that ran through him 
and felt a surge of triumph at his breaking 
down that fast. As his arms tightened 
spasmodically around me, I saw Marylyn 
glaring furiously at me and I smiled sweet- 
ly at her. Tod was looping too fast to 
even notice, and when the music stopped, 
he asked, “How’s about a breath of fresh 
air? It’s—it’s warm in here. Whew!” 

Glancing over my shoulder I saw both 
Cass and Marylyn watching us and I 
shrugged and smiled up at Tod and said, 
“Why not?” 

Tod had brought Marylyn to the dance 
in his father’s sharp new Olds convertible 
and when we went outside he led me to it 
and we got in. I thought he just meant 
to park there but he started the car with- 
out a word and tore away through the 
warm. moonlit night like the police were 
after him. 

As he sped along I felt excitement stir- 
ring through me, because I’d made up my 
mind long ago to go all the way with Tod. 
I didn’t know what to expect, but I sup- 
pose, considering the importance everyone 
seemed to attach to it, that it would be a 
terrific experience, especially with such a 
virile partner as Tod looked like he would 
be. 

Since our town wasn’t too large, Tod 
soon reached its edge and there angled 
onto a gravelled road and parked in a 
grove, above the river. The instant after 
he slammed on the brakes. he grabbed 
me in his arms and began to kiss me with 
a passion that almost frantic and 
something in me responded and maybe I 
got a little wild myself. But . that 
was a big buildup to a much bigger let- 
down. I mean—well, Tod was too anxious 

. much to his intense humiliation. And 
I was filled with a disgust that I didn’t 
try to hide. For weeks thereafter he didn’t 
dare meet my eye. 

He took me back to the dance. but didn’t 
go in himself and for the rest of the eve- 
ning I was pleasurably aware of the buzz- 


was 


ing about our vanishing act that hummed 
among all the kids. I gloried in it because 
it centered attention on me like a spotlight. 
I didn’t realize it then. but that was exactly 
what I craved—attention—and it mattered 
not if it was favorable or otherwise. 

I had been so busy telling my story to 
Arnold that I had forgotten his actual 
presence. Recalled to it, I looked up at 
him and asked timidly, “Shall I—tell you 
the rest?” 

Arnold smiled down at me and nodded. 
“Why not?” he asked gently. 

“Okay.” I “T know it sounds 
pretty awful so far. But it gets worse, be- 
lieve me. I mean, my hunger for attention 
and like that. Before the business with 


sighed. 


Tod my efforts to gain it had been more 
















C OUR HAIR 
NOW...COLOR ¥' 
T BLACK...give it ! 
PROFESSIONAL look...at Home: 





Tonight, watch streaked, gray, dull, faded, burnt 
and lifeless hair disappear with BLACK 
STRAND Hair Coloring. See how BLACK 
STRAND imparts a new shiny, lustrous, lovely 
appearance to your hair. . . easily, evenly. Only 
occasional touch-ups necessary at partings, tem- 
ple and roots as hair grows out. Easy, simple 
directions in every package. Guaranteed to bring 
the joy of youthful- ee king jet black hair tonight, 
or your money back. Only 75¢ plus tax. At 
Druggists Everywhere! 


BLACK STRAND 


s pseaees 5 5 Jet Black . Dark 
ivedi jum Brown . ag 2 ‘Brown 


STRAND PRODUCTS CO. 
Dept. 723-M, 118 S. Clinton, Chicago 6, Ill. 


OLD LEG SORES 


Easy to use Viscose Applications may 

heal many old leg sores due to venous 

congestion of varicose veins, leg swell- 

ing or injuries. Send today for a FREE 

BOOK and NO-COST-FOR-THE- 
TRIAL-plan. 


N.T.VISCOSE COMPANY 
140 N. Dearborn St., Chicago 2, Illinois 















Here's a special pair of fun dice that certainly 
= do wonaers, It's amazingly easy to predict 
mbers, perform amusing tricks. No one can 
quess the hidden “secret” unless you tell them! 
Display amazing “control” yct the real reason is 
cleverly concealed from everyone. Funand fasci- 
nation! Easy directions explain details. Perform 
Te * tricks! Pricconly $2.98.Geta pair 

today. Send no money. Just name and address. 
pe arrival, pay postman only $2.98 plus postage. 
Address Hollister-White Co., Dept. 390-D 
3016 W. Van Buren St., Chicago 12, til. 


ASTHMA 


write 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 


FOR 
IF YOU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL ASTHMA 
PAROXYSMS.. . from coughs, gasping, wheezing 
...read this letter from Mrs. Vester L. Price of Tenn. 


“Thank God for NACOR” 

Thank God for your wonderful med- 

icine. Before I started taking Nacor 

I would wake up coughing, choking, 

wheezing and gasping for breath. I 

am now able to do my work, sleep all 

night and breathe easier. 

Mrs. Vester L. Price, 
. Tennessee 

WHY DON’T YOU TRY NACOR? Just send your na 

and your address today for daring 10-DAY TRIAL OF FER 

No matter if you consider your case hopeless, write today. 

NACOR, 76-R State Life Bidg., Indi. lis 4, Indi 























HAIR owacontly REMOVED 


New SCIENTIFIC Formula 
removes unwanted hair im- 
mediately from lips, chin, face, 
arms, and legs. Yes, now you 
can actually remove hair 
ABOVE and BELOW skin 
surface. Not a painful wax. 
EDEN Hair Remover is odor- 
less, and leaves the skin silky- 
smooth and lovely to touch. # s 
We GUARANTEE that we will solaat your 
money if after the third application HAIR 
GROWS BACK. $2.00 * Triple size $4.00 
(1 Free when you buy 2) 
Enclose cash, check or money order, or we 
will send C.O.D. plus 45c postage. 


EDEN COSMETICS CORP. 
Dept. 720, Box 117, Bay Sta., Bkiyn 35, N.Y. 



















Start As High As 
$4,525.00 A YEAR 


Get Ready Now for Next Examinations 
Grade School Education Necessary 


City Mail Carriers—Post Office Clerks 


Clerks and Carriers now get $3,660.00 the first year of 
regular employment and automatically increase $125.00 
a year to $4,410.00. Open to Men—Women 18 and up. 
Clerks and Carriers can be promoted to other postal posi- 
tions paying as high as $8,943.00. 


Railway Postal Clerks 


Railway Postal Clerks get $3,880.00 the first year 4 
regular employment, being paid every two weeks, ($149. 

each payday.) Their pay is automatically Bh oroncto 
Advance may be had to General 


yearly to $4,630.00. 
Superintendent at $10,300.00. Men only 18, and up. 





3 Days On—3 Days Off—Full Pay 


Railway Postal Clerks on long runs usually work 3 days 


and have 3 days off duty or in the same proportion. 
During this off duty their pay continues just as though 
they were working. They travel on a pass when on busi- 
1ess. When they grow old, they are retired with a 
ension. 


Many Other Positions 
Rural Carriers— 


Many other positions are obtainable. 
Stenographers—Typists—Vatrol Inspectors—Meat Inspec- 
tors—ete, Those wishing these positions should qualify 


at once, 
Get Free List of Positions 


Fill out the following coupon. Tear it off and mail 
t today—NOW at once. 

Although the Institute is not government controlled, 
this can result in your getting a big paid government job. 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. X-61, Rochester 4, N. Y. 

Rush to me, without charge, copy of 36-page book de- 
scribing salaries, hours, work, etc., and partial list of 
t. S. Civil Service big pay jobs. Tell me how to prepare 
for one of these tests. 


Name eos 


COR eee eee e meee eDe eee eee e eee eeeesseeeese 
STreel weeees eeesee eeeeeee See Pee eee meee eres seeeeseees 


SP scksceka ti séoweenerensn semuaton ere 
Use This Coupon Before You Misiay It. Write or Print 
Plainly. 


AFRAID? 


Is Your Life as It Should Be? Most of 
us would like to have it the way we 
want. Unfortunately, things don’t work 
out that way, sometimes. Perhaps 
senetns is missing! FAITH-HOPE-? 
Then you need our nope Rhodium 
- epee Holy Cross, to look ... think 













our CROSS. ee as a GI 

your loved o DON’T BE 
TO = LIEVE. oN IT AND ed 

BL S THE DAY ane 


P ST.,DEPT.112-M, NEW YORK 4, N.Y. 
FREE with @€very CROSS, a copy of one of the smallest 
Bibles in the World, to fit your purse or pocket. 
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or less undirected. After it, I began de- 
liberately to campaign for it.” 

I was silent for a moment, thinking back 
to those other years to that spring of 
which I'd just told. And I thought about 
being only fourteen at that time, although 
I looked ulder. I mean according to the 
lush development of my body. I began to 
take more notice of the way men stared 
at me. And to wonder if I could make a 
grown man act as silly as the boys did. 
I'd been attending choir practice regularly 
since I joined, and had made it a point 
of being very demure and polite in Rev. 
Hankins’ presence. But I was very much 
aware that behind the churchly veneer of 
his manner toward me was a young, warm- 
blooded man who was fighting against the 
strong temptation to sin that I represented. 
And I knew that soon .. . something had 
to give! 

Meanwhile, there was Mr. Lattimore, my 
middle-aged civics teacher. I didn’t like 
him particularly, but I knew he liked me, 
judging by the way he would look at me 
during class, and the high grades he al- 
ways gave me, which nobody needed to 
tell me were undeserved. So I started meet- 
ing his eyes when he gazed at me during 
my civics period instead of avoiding them, 
as I had done previously. And after that, 
our glances would meet and cling several 
times during every class. And just as 
definitely as if we had spoken in words, the 
“message” passed between us. 

Soon came action, too. I mean, Mr. Lat- 
timore asked me to remain after class one 
day, presumably about my class work. We 
both knew better. The minute the others 
had left the room, he went to the door and 
closed it. Then, moving slowly like he 
was in a dream, he walked toward me and 
I stood, waiting, my eyes downcast. I felt 
his hands touch my shoulders, felt them 
tremble, then grip tightly. And just before 
he kissed me, he groaned, “Child, child!” 
like he was in torment. 

At that moment someone opened the 
door. With his back to it, he didn’t see it, 
but I did. And immediately I started strug- 
gling and yelling even as the principal’s 
stern voice exclaimed, “Mr. Lattimore!” 

Maybe I should have felt sorry for that 
man, but I didn’t. To be truthful, I exulted 
in the resultant scandal. When I was ques- 
tioned, I acted all innocent and claimed I 
was “surprised and scared to death” when 
my teacher suddenly “seized” me. Result: 
Mr. Lattimore was discharged from the 
school system, his wife started divorce pro- 
ceedings and Daddy beat him up and got 
arrested. He got off with what the judge 
called a “token fine—under the circum- 
stances.” But I could tell from the tight- 
mouthed way Mom looked at me that she 
knew it wasn’t all the fault of Mr. Latti- 
more. She didn’t say it, though. She knew 
Daddy would tear her in two if she sug- 
gested such a thing about his “baby.” 

Since the story got into the newspapers, 
it was my first taste of what / considered 








to be fame, instead of notoriety. It gaye 
me a tremendous thrill when people point. 
ed me out on the street as that “poor little 
girl that high school teacher tried to at. 
tack.” 

Well, that summer, I had a ball! I had 
dates galore, mostly with older boys. some 
of them already out of school. But I would 
not date any one of them steady with the 
result that before school started again, 
there were several fights over me, and in 
one a boy was stabbed and _ seriously 
wounded. And I felt like the heroine of 
some exciting novel about a girl who was 
so beautiful that no man could resist her, 

Even so, I still had not allowed any of 
my admirers to go any farther than fairly 
heavy necking, although several times | 
barely escaped. Just as once I had fixed 
upon Tod Allen as the one to whom | 
would give myself completely, I now had 
my mind made up that Rev. Hankins would 
be my first real lover. 


REALIZE NOW that I ought to have 

been ashamed of myself for even think. 
ing about such a thing. But the very fact 
that the man was a minister, and therefore 
supposedly above temptations of the flesh 
was what challenged me. Besides, he was 
terribly handsome and virile looking. And 
with my in-built predatory instinct. I knew 
that all I needed was the time and the 
place. Because I was supremely confident 
that J had what it took to make him lay 
his Bible down! But after months of try- 
ing, I began to believe that Rev. Hankins 
knew it too, for without actually seeming 
to. he was careful that we were never 
alone together. He treated me with the 
same warm friendliness that he did every- 
one else—but no more. 

Well. that about burned me up. It was 
the first time in my experience that any 
male had given me the brush-off! When 
fall came and school started again, I hadn't 
made any progress at all, but I was more 
determined than ever that I would—one 
way or another. 

If I had been a great attraction to my 
male schoolmates previously, I was really 
the Queen that third year of high school. 
They flocked around me like bees to honey. 
It didn’t bother me that other girls whis 
pered about me. or that the teachers did. 
too. I was supposed to be real fast—which 
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gave me a laugh. I mean because actually, 
most of those who gossiped the most about 
me probably had the sex experience which 
was not yet mine. But my virginity was my 
own secret and one I did not wish knows, 
for I felt that it would dim the wicked 
glamor which I knew was a big part of 
my attraction. 

Mom frequently tried to get me to decide 
what I wanted to be. She was anxious for 
me to go on to college and prepare myself 
for some profession which would give me 
a better opportunity in life than either she 
or Daddy had enjoyed. But I couldnt 
think of anything I wanted to be except 
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what I was—a much sought after girl. I 
couldn’t imagine anything that pleased me 
more. Nor did it even occur to me to try 
and please anyone but myself, not even 
Daddy. In other words, I guess I was com- 
pletely self-centered and selfish. But even 
if | had known that then, it wouldn’t have 
changed me any. 

Nor did I change my determination to 
seduce the minister of my church. Instead 
of liking him, as I had until that winter, I 
got so I hated and despised him and told 
myself that he was only a half man, that 
he was just a scary little boy who didn’t 
dare take what he wanted. But in so far 
as accomplishing my desire with him, I was 
as far away as ever until late in January 
when his engagement to some girl in the 
East was announced. 

I was stunned—and as bitter as if we 
had been sweethearts and he had suddenly 
quit me for somebody Id never even sus- 
pected existed. I felt even worse when at 
Christmas, the girl came to visit Rev. Han- 
kins and the women in the church had all 
kinds of social affairs for her. The first 
time I saw her was at church on the Sun- 
day after her arrival. Even I had to admit 
that she was really beautiful. And my 
heart sank like a stone, because with her 
looks and stylish Eastern clothes, she made 
me feel like exactly what I was—a fifteen- 
year-old girl who couldnt match her in 
any respect. It was my first such experi- 
ence and it made me brood so much that 
both Mom and Daddy grew quite worried. 
But from the offhand remarks that Mom 
started making, I knew that she had gotten 
a good idea of my trouble. 

Strangely enough, it was Rev. Hankins’ 
fiancee herself who was responsible for my 
big opportunity. About two weeks after 
she came, Rev. Hankins brought her to 


choir practice. It was snowing so hard 
that night I wouldn’t have gone except 


that Daddy insisted on driving me there. 
He was going to a lodge meeting afterward 
and to be sure I got home safely, he came 
into church and asked Rev. Hankins if he 
would drop me by home when choir was 
over and the young minister agreed to do 
so. I guess he thought he was safe because 
his fiancee would be with us. 

It didn’t work out that way. though. The 
minute choir rehearsal ended, 
started yelling, “Happy birthday. happy 
birthday!” Then someone went into the 
vestry and brought out a big cake with 
birthday candles on it. Others produced 
gaily wrapped packages—presents—birth- 
day presents to Rev. Hankins’ fiancee. It 
was a big surprise to her—and to me, but 
not Rev. Hankins, for he fairly 
and handed her his own present. 

I had to do something to foul up the 
party and all I could think of was to pre- 
tend to faint. Everyone was very solicitous, 
and when I had “recovered,” it was Rev. 
Hankins’ girl friend who insisted that he 
take me home at once. 

“Of course, of course,” he agreed. “But 


everyone 


beamed, 














LARGEST SELECTION OF ROCK'N 2 
ROLL RECORDS IN THE U.S.A. 


CAN'T STAND TO SEE YOU GO — J. Reed 


| WANT YOU TO BE MY GIRL — Teenagers 





LL BE HOME — Flamingos 
KISS FROM YOUR LIPS — Flamingos 
) FELL SO GOOD — Shirley & Lee 
CHOP LING SOON — El Dorados 
STRANDED IN JUNGLE— Cadets 
UNTIL 1 DIE — Teenqueens 
LET GOOD TIMES ROLL — Shirley & Lee 
MY PRAYER — Platt.rs 
) HLL REMEMBER — 5 Satins 
TAKE IT EASY GREASY — Bobby Charles 
4 LETTER WORD — ale Hawkins 
GOT TO LET YOU GO — Willie Mabon 
TOLLIN BELLE — Lowell Fulson 
4-PLUS — Jay McShenn 
GOT ME WRONG — Billy Boy 
BOPPIN THE BLUES — Cor! Perkins 
SUGAR-WUGAR — Al! Savage 
CANDY — Big Maybelle 
TAIN'T WHATCHA SAY — Little Esther | 
BRAZIL — Coasters 
> BAD INTENTIONS — Bobby Bland 
KNOCK ON WOOD — Willie Mabon 
SO-LONG — Fats Domino 
CAN'T WE BE SWEETHEARTS?—The Cieftones 
| PROMISE TO REMEMBER — Teenagers 
SOLDIER OF FORTUNE — Drifters 
THE END OF THE STORY — Cardinals 
WHEN I'M WITH YOU — Moonglows 
| WANT TO BE LOVED — Ruth Brown 
LIPSTICK, POWDER AND PAINT—Joe Turner 
HELLO MARIA — Shirley Jean 
| NEED SOMEONE — Amos Milburn 
'M BAD — Bo Diddly 
ALRITE — BABY — Lightin’ Hopkins 
AIN'T THAT DANDY — Gatemouth Brown 
ENDLESS — Honeybees 
HOUND DOG — Elvis Presley 


1N0o000 


M PAST 16 — Four Fellows ( | WANT YOU, NEED YOU — Elvis Presley 


(2 DON'T FORGET TO SMILE — Faye Adams (7 MADE TWENTY-ONE — Lightnin Slim 
() 1 WANNA DO MORE — Ruth Brown ‘] PLEASE LISTEN TO ME — Smiley Lewis 
[) SWEET BABY — Ruth Brown WE GO TOGETHER — Moonglows 
[) MY HAPPINESS — Loverne Boker () MY DEAREST NITE — Jay McShamm 
() FEE-FI-FO-FUM — Laverne Boker () SEVEN DAYS — Clyde McPhatter 
(. ROLL OVER BEETHOVEN — Chuck Berry () TREASURE OF LOVE — Clyde McPhatter 
[) PLEASE, PLEASE — James Brown [] UPON THE MT. — Magnificents 
() IT's LOVE BABY — Ruth Brown [.] MY LOVE —- Carl Von Moon 
( DROWN IN MY TEARS — Ray Charles [] WHISPERING SORROWS — Nutmegs 
( HALLELUJAH — Ray Chorles C) KEYS TO KINGDOM — Nutmegs 
C) DEVIL OR ANGEL — Clovers [] MAGIC TOUCH — Platters 
C) LOVE, LOVE — Clovers [) LONG TALL SALLY — Lil Richard 
C) LITTLE FOOL — Charlie & Ray C) AIN'T THAT LOVIN YOU — J. Reed 
[] LATER ALLIGATOR — Bobby Charles 2 
WHY DID YOU LEAVE — Bobby Charles [] READY TEDDY — Lil Richard 
HEARTBREAK HOTEL — Cadets [) A LITTLE WORD — Shirley & Lee 
[] AGE OF INNOCENCE — Chris Connor SO ALL ALONE — Teenqueens 
C) GIRL IN MY DREAMS — Cliques CORRINE CORRINA — Joe Turner 
[] DOWN IN MEXICO — Coasters B-1-N-G-O — Turbans 
RUBY BABY — Drifters EDDIE MY LOVE — Tecrqueens 
IN LOVE AGAIN — Fats Domino 
( BO WEEVIL — Fats Domino [] SISTER SOOKY — Turbans 
[] ROCK 'N ROLL FOR ME — El Dorados () WHEN YOU DANCE — Turbans 
[ DON'T START LYING — Billy Everson [| ONE MORE CHANCE — Lil Walter 
C] VLt NEVER BELIEVE — Gene & Eunice () WHO — Lil Walter 
[] NOTHIN BUT THE BLUES — Guitar Slim 40 DAYS & NITES — Muddy Waters 
( OH’ YEAH — Guitar Slim IMAGINATION — Sonny Boy 
( HEADIN HOME — Shirley Gunter IT’S TOO LATE — Chuck Willis 
(CO LET'S C*T TOGETHER — Gene & Eunice SUGAR SWEET — Muddy Waters 
[) SMOKESTACK LIGHTNING — Howlin Wolf SOUP LINE — Dizzy Dixon 
~] EVERY NITE — John Hooker DO YA DO — Kool Gents 
() | LOVE YOU BABY — Lightnin Hopkins [) ROCK 'N ROLL BELLS — Louis Jones 
([] LONESOME IN YOUR HOME — Hopkins RUN UNCLE JOHN — Jerry McCain 
C VM A FOOL — Etta Jomes C) § JUST GOT LUCKY — Orioles 
(C) WHY DID | FALL IN LOVE —= Jacks [] BIG TOWN PLAYBOY — Eddie Taylor 
] FEVER — Willie John (C) RAINY DAY — Ernie Freeman 
(-] DARK IS THE NITE — B. B. King [] LOST DREAMS — Ernie Freeman 
[] EVER LOVE A WOMAN — B. B. King [ 
[) WONDERIN’ & GOIN’ — Lightnin Slim (J DON'T DEPRIVE ME — Four Fellows 


SPECIAL! ENCLOSE 35c FOR L. P. CATALOGUE OF POPULAR, JAZZ, 
PROGRESSIVE AND CLASSICAL ALBUMS (300 PAGES) AT DISCOUNT PRICES. 


INSTRUCTIONS 


a 


ORDER 3 OR MORE RECORDS—SEND CASH, 
CHECK OR MONEY ORDER. 


ADD 50c TO COVER POSTAGE & HANDLING. 

OVERSEAS ROCK ‘N ROLLERS ADD $1.00 

TO COVER POSTAGE. 

%& ALL OVERSEAS ORDERS (45 RPM ONLY) 
WILL BE SHIPPED AIR MAIL 

* C.0.D.’S IN U.S. ONLY 


+ + 


SEND ORDERS TO—ROCK ‘N ROLL PARADE, 


NAME 


ADDRESS 


SEND ME RECORDS | HAVE CHECKED 
C] 45 RPM (C] 78 RPM 


ENCLOSED (Amount).................. i csaabaeestane satis’ eoenmeaialaeaaele 


BOX B, SPRING VALLEY, N. Y. 





It’s wonderful 
the way 
Chewing-Gum 
Laxative 
acts chiefly to 


REMOVE WASTE 
-NOT GOOD FOOD 


Here’s a secret millions have discovered about 
FEEN-A-MINT, the wonderfully different chew- 
ing-gum laxative. 

FEEN-A-MINT is different because you chew 
it. It’s different, too, because it removes mostly 
waste—not good food! FEEN-A-MINT does not 
work in the stomach, where your food is being 
digested. That’s why it does not take away 
a lot of the good food you need for energy. 

Doctors know that FEEN-A-MINT works chiefly 
in the lower bowel...removes mostly waste, 
not good food! 

So to feel like a million, do as millions do. 
Chew delicious FEEN-A-MINT...and feel full 
of life and energy! Get FEEN-A-MINT...for as 
little as 12¢. 


famint 
Fe en a taxative, py 












New Easy Way Gives You 


HOT WATER 


Saves Time, Work, Money 7 


Amazing New Portable Pocket- 
Now 
ONLY w $998 


Size Electric Water Heater gives © 
hot water ... where and when 
you need it! Place in water and 
water to carry. For bathing, washing clothes, 
dishes, ete. Saves time, work AND money! AC 
or DC. Just follow SIMPLE DIRECTIONS. Order 









plug in! No fire to build. No hot 


just mame and address. Pay 
SEND NO MONEY postman only $1.98 plus C.0.D. 
postage. Satisfaction or return in 10 days for 


money back. 
RAPID SPECIALTIES CO., Dept. HB-1583 
Grand Rapids 2, Mich. 













MAKE $50-$60 A WEEK 
You can learn at home in spare time, 
Choice of careers: practical nurse, 
nursing aide, hospital attendant, infant 
nurse, nurse-companion, doctor’s office, 
etc. Course endorsed by physicians, 
57th year. Equipment included. Men, 
women, 18 to 60. High school not re- 
quired. Easy tuition payments. Trial plan. Write today. 
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSI 

Dept. 7710 25 East Jackson Bivd., Chicago 4, tI. 

Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 
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RECORDS 
FREE Watcono tour chic 


1 RECORD (our choice) 
LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 





1 PHOTO of a Leading Artist 


[) SO LONG—Fats Domino................+++ 89 
[) | WANT TO BE LOVED—Ruth Brown........ 89 
[| | PROMISE TO REMEMBER—Teenagers....... 89 
[] | GOTTA GET ME A WOMAN-Drifters...... 89 
[| A CASUAL LOOK—The Six Teens....... woe ae 
[] 'M BAD—Bo Diddley............---. . 89 
[| THAT’S ALRIGHT BABY —Lightnin Hopkias. . 89 
[] WHEN I'M WITH YOU—Moonglows........ 89 
[] ROCK A WHILE—Joe Turner....... ivia'secal Sa 
[] TIME WILL TELL—Bobby Charles........ oie 
| IT’S TOO LATE—Chuck Willis........... — 
[) MY FIRST PLEA—Jimmy Reed.......... oe 
| RIP IT UP—Little Richard.................- 8&9 
[] T‘AINT WHATCHA SAY, IT‘S WHATCHA DO 
—Little Esther .89 
[) ROLL OVER BEETHOVEN—Chuck Berry...... .69 
[] Let The Good Times Roll—Shirley & Lee..... 89 
[| CANDY—Big Moybelle ............-.-.-+-- 89 
[] Can’t Stand To See You Go—Jimmy Reed.... .89 
[| PLEADIN’ FOR LOVE-—Larry Birdsong....... 89 
[) UP ON THE MOUNTAIN—Magpnificents.....- .89 
[|] STRANDED IN THE JUNGLE...............- 89 
{) BLUE SUEDE SHOES—Carl Perkins...... ae 
[| CORINNE CORINNA—Joe Turner...........- 89 
[] 'M IN LOVE AGAIN—Fats Domino.........- 89 
|) | WANT YOU TO BE MY GIRL—Teenagers.. .89 
[) LOST DREAMS—Ernie Freemon..........-.-- 89 
() FEVER—Little Willie John...............--- 89 
[] A KISS FROM YOUR LIPS—Flamingoes...... 89 
[] OOBY DOOBY—Roy Orbison.............. 89 
[) HEADIN’ HOME-—Shirley Gunter........... 89 
[] HALLELUJAH I LOVE HER SO—Ray Charles.. .89 
{) ONE MORE CHANCE-Little Walter........ 89 
[) LONG TALL SALLY-—Little Richard......... 89 
[] WHY DO FOOLS FALL IN LOVE—Teenagers.. .89 
[| Forty Days, Forty Nights—Muddy Waters... .89 
[] WE GO TOGETHER—Moonglows.........-- 89 
[] IVORY TOWER—Otis Willioms............- 89 
Ey EINE, TINO oo occ we cwiscerceece sve 89 
[) PLEASE, PLEASE, PLEASE—James Brown..... 89 
Ct Ce MEOEIEG, ob occ cvicccrccccceee 89 
[] TREASURE OF LOVE—Clyde McPhatter...... 89 
[) SO ALL ALONE—Teen Queens.............. 89 
[) KEY TO THE HIGHWAY—Jazz Gillum....... 89 
[] MEAN OLD FRISCO-—Big Boy Crudup....... 89 
[) WORRIED LIFE BLUES—Big — a ee 89 
{] DARK IS THE NIGHT-—B. B. King...........- 89 
|] DROWN IN MY OWN TEARS— Roy Charles.. .89 
[] BO WEEVIL—Fats Domino ................ 89 
[| SMOKE STACK LIGHTNING—Howlin’ Wolf.. .89 
[] LET’‘S DO THE BOOGIE-—B. B. King.......... 89 
[] HANDS OFF—Jay McShann.........-....-- 89 
[) FEEL SO GOOD-Shirley & lee......... 89 
| Ain‘t That Lovin’ You Baby—Jimmy Reed. 89 
[] SO LONELY—Johnny Ace.................-; 89 
[) THAT’S YOUR MISTAKE—Otis Williams... . . 89 
[| SUGAR SWEET—Muddy Woters............ 89 
[] | Need Your Love So Bad—Little Willie John .89 
[] TEN LONG YEARS-—B. B. King.........-.-. 89 
[] I'VE GOT A WOMAN -Ray Chaorles......... .89 
|] PLEDGING MY LOVE—Johnny Ace.......... 89 
[-] NEVER LET ME GO—Johnny Ace...........- 89 
[] SAVING MY LOVE FOR YOU—Johnny Ace.. .89 
SPIRITUALS 


rm 


TOUCH THE HEM OF HIS GARMENT 

—Soul Stirrers .89 
[] LIVING FOR MY JESUS—Five Blind Boys... .89 
[] PLANT MY FEET ON HIGHER GROUND 
—Davis Sisters .89 


[] COME OVER HERE—Hormonizing Four...... 89 
[] THE BALL GAME-Sis. Wyona Carr......... 89 
[) Poor Pilgrim Of Sorrow—Dixie Humming Birds .89 
[) ANYWHERE IN GLORY—Ward Singers..... .89 
Saints Go Marchin’ In—Chosen Gospel Singers .89 
ON THE JUDGMENT DAY—Nightingales.... .89 
RAIN IN JERUSALEM—Davis Sisters........ 89 
You Must Be Born Again—Gospel Harm..... 89 
HE’‘LL UNDERSTAND—Dovis Sisters......... 89 


Will The Lord Be With Me—Dixie Hum’‘birds .89 
Wash You Whiter Than Snow—Prof. Bradford .89 


TWELVE GATES TO CITY—Davis Sisters.... .89 
NEARER TO THEE-—Soul Stirrers............ 89 
Sinner Sin No More—Dixie Hummingbirds... .89 
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won’t you come along, dear?” 

The girl laughed merrily and all the 
choir members started kidding the minister 
about not wanting to be parted from his 
intended for even the few minutes it would 
take to drive me home. So, without mak- 
ing further issue of it, Rev. Hankins and I 
left and got into his car and started toward 
my home. I didn’t have anything to say 
as he drove through the heavy snow. And 
I was resigned to never accomplishing with 
him what had been in my mind for so long, 
because what chance would I have in such 
a short time? But when we were within 
five blocks of my home. Rev. Hankins’ car 
lurched when he tried to turn a corner and 
slid across the road and into the ditch. 

When the car stopped he jumped out 
to see how badly he was stuck and right 
away he saw that without aid he couldn’t 
heavily and he 
“T cuess 


move. It was snowing 
climbed back into the car at once. 
we'll have to wait for someone to come 
along and give me some help.” he told me. 
“Are you feeling all right now, Suzanne?” 
Pretending weakness I fell over against 
him and murmured, “I—I feel awfully diz- 
zy. I hope I don’t faint again.” 
Instinctively the young minister put his 
arm around me and patted my shoulder a 
couple of times. He looked up and down 
the dark. deserted street. then 
“We'll be out of this 


get you home and you'll be 


said com- 


soon, and 


fortingly. 
then we'll 
all right.” 
I leaned against him harder and mur- 
mured. “You’re so kind, so kind.” Then I 
took his free hand between mine and held 
it. It was warm in the car and I was 
wearing an expensive. exotic perfume 
which had cost Daddy five dollars for a 
only he didn’t know it. But I 
was sure Rev. Hankins was aware of that 
subtle fragrance—and of me. too, especial- 
ly when his hand tightened on my shoul- 
der and the fingers of his other hand 
squeezed mine. I began deliberately to 
breathe faster, loud enough for him to hear 
it. and after a while I turned my face up 
toward him and asked in a husky whisper, 
“Aren’t you even going to kiss me?” 
“Why. exclaimed, “What 
are you saying. child?” His protest didn’t 
sound very convincing to me, and I sat up 
and leaned so that our faces were almost 
touching and I said softly, “I’m not a 
child!” Then I kissed him and he groaned 


and hugged me to him... 


tiny vial. 


Suzanne!” he 


V /ELL, that Rev. Hankins certainly wag 
a torrid lover. He was also too honor 
able for his own good—or mine. Because 
the next day he resigned his pastorate, | 
wouldn’t have cared about that. but he 
told exactly why—that he had seduced me, 
What a scandal! It was one I didnt 
enjoy. Because when Daddy heard aboy 
it. he wanted to kill Rev. Hankins. Unable 
to get to him or find him, he swore out 
a warrant for his arrest. In that way the 
whole affair became public knowledge— 
and Rev. Hankins was really ruined. 

I made one mistake: Mom made me ad. 
mit in Daddy’s presence that it was nota 
case of rape—that Rev. Hankins had not 
forced me to submit to him. That’s when 
Daddy turned on me and whipped me with 
his belt until I had black and blue welts 
all over my back and legs. That he should 
do that to me was just too much. Three 
days later I stole fifty dollars from Mom’: 
house money and ran away. And—and 
that’s about it. 

I looked up at Arnold and he was no 
longer the gentle looking man I loved, but 
a cold-eyed stranger. 

“T suppose.” he said, “you came to this 
city and turned to—to prostitution?” 

“Yes,” I admitted. Then I sighed, ‘4 
guess I was just born to sin . . . wasnt 
I, Arnold?” 

Slowly he lifted me off his lap and stood 
up, his features a mask of frozen agony, 
“T guess you were.” he said heavily. As 
he looked down at me, two big tears crept 
down his cheeks and he started to say 
something else, but got all choked up. 
Then abruptly he strode blindly to the 
door, yanked it open, and walked out of 
it—and out of my life. 

I’ve never cried so much in my life a 
I did in the hours that followed. for it 
seemed that my heart was litera!ly broken, 
creating a terrible, cold ache. And time 
after time I tried to reproach myself for 
having been weak enough to drive away 
my one chance for redemption from my 
life of sin and for happiness and for love. 





But that didn’t work. I knew beyond know 
ing that I'd done the right thing at lat 
—that I’d thought of someone else before 
I did myself. And for that, at least, I was 
grateful. And I thought that maybe from 
now on, maybe I'd find that path again— 
the path that led out of the darkness and 
evil in which I'd dwelled most of my life 


Maybe... 
THE END 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 12) 


$500,000 on the retail level on its very first 
issue. No single release of today can be 
expected to approach that mark for mone- 
tary take. 

The sales pull of albums over singles in 
the pop field is causing at least one signifi- 
cant change in record production plans. 
Norman Granz, prexy of Clef. Norgran and 
Verve, announced that he will not release 
any more singles except when a side comes 
along that is unusually unusual. Other rec- 
ord companies releasing more and 
more of their jazz in album form and the 


are 


record buyers are getting some real good 
breaks from it all. Typical of the choice 
buys being offered in albums today are 
these two: 

Blue Note’s Jimmy Smith at the Organ 
and Bethlehem’s Historically 
The Duke, the latter a 12-inch LP tracing 
Ellingtonia through the years from 1926 
up to date with this year’s great Ellington 
band playing the compositions on superb 


Speaking— 


recordings. 
Jimmy Smith is a fantastic new organ 
player whom musicians around New York 
Playing a modern style, 
Pa., lad has developed 


are raving about. 
the Norristown, 
sensational style of his own which _ pro- 
duces sounds so progressive that it is being 
described in “futuristic 
stratospheric.” Smith has recorded only for 
Blue Note, 
ing one of his first two releases on the 
label. 

While Smith is a 


swings like a traditional swinger. 


hep circles as 


the album mentioned here be- 


still 


Further- 


modernist, he 
more he is versatile, can play anything 
well from ballads and blues to mid-tempo 
riffers and jump tunes. He 
low-down samplings of blues or make 


can serve up 


things merry in a carefree sort of fashion. 
On up-tempo opuses. he plays like a mad- 
man at a break-neck clip and no other 
organist playing today can cram as many 
notes into a bar as he does. He executes 
so fast that some musicians jokingly refer 
to him as an organ player. 
When Babs Gonzales, creator of the 
bebop language, first got to hear Smith, he 
literally flipped over the organist’s music, 
declaring, 


“insane” 


“Tt isn’t very often that a mu- 
sician possessing that rare quality of cre- 
ative genius coupled with fire’ 
makes an appearance on the musical scene. 
In my entire career in the music field I had 
only felt that ‘fire’ when listening to Bird, 
Diz. Freddy Webster, Charlie 
and Bud Powell. Jimmy Smith has defi- 
nitely joined this immortal group which 
was and still is vital to the survival of mod- 
ern jazz.” 

Thus Jimmy Smith stands to join Wild 
Bill Davis and Bill Doggett in the hier- 


archy of jazz organists. 


‘volcanic 


Christian 
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Should Your Child Go 


(Continued from Page 40) 


school program can be of invaluable assist- 
ance to both child and parents. 

“How old should the child be?” Mrs. 
Smith asked. 

“Generally children are not accepted in 
the nursery school until the age of three, 
although some play centers include a pro- 
gram for children as young as two years. 
Usually a child under two and a half is 
not verbal enough to transmit his needs to 
the teacher. Quite often he is not toilet 
trained and although accidents occur with 
the older child, it is not standard operating 
procedure as with the younger child. Cyn- 
thia. I think, is old enough,” I explained. 

“You mentioned toilet training, Doctor. 
Cynthia is completely trained.” Her moth- 
er smiled at this achievement. 

“Well, Mrs. Smith, not only toilet train- 
ing must be considered. Other forms of 
training are nearly as important. Such as 
whether or not the child is able to help 
himself in putting on and taking off outer 
garments. Though the teacher is always 
there to give a hand if needed, it is de- 
sirable for the child to be able to do as 
much as possible for himself. Most chil- 
dren prefer it that way.” I paused. 

Mrs. Smith continued, “I know that 
nursery schools are recommended, but | 
thought that they were mainly for children 
of working mothers. Isn’t that true?” 

“No, indeed,” I answered quickly, 
“though a great many children whose 
mothers work do attend nursery school. A 
nursery school, with properly trained pre- 
school teachers and under expert super- 
vision, is quite apart from a day care 
center that may be manned by volunteer 
workers or only a few trained personnel. 
Also, a nursery school is usually attended 
for only a part of the day, rather than 
the entire work day of eight or more 
hours.” 

“Can you tell me what Cynthia will get 
out of it, in addition to playing with other 
children her age?” Mrs. Smith queried. 

“Yes, I can. I think that you will find 
that though there are no set ‘goals’ or ob- 
jectives that a child must achieve in a 
well-established nursery school, nonethe- 
less, she will get a wide variety of experi- 
ences not generally found in the home. 
Not only other children to play with, but 
also room to play in, toys and creative 
materials to work with, an opportunity to 
express herself in music, dramatic play of 
all kinds and words. Most important for 
Cynthia she will be made to feel a part 
of the group. She will become accustomed 
to the established routines of washing, rest- 
ing and eating with her companions. The 
conflict of accepting these routines at home 
where she is competing with her young 
brother for every moment of your atten- 
tion can be minimized because in nursery 
school all children eat, sleep and wash 


their hands. At home she may fight her 
nap because the baby naps, but at nursery 
school everybody takes a nap at rest time.” 

Mrs. Smith nodded her head and I con- 
“In addition to these advantages, 
preliminary 


tinued. 
nursery 
school experience where youngsters learn 


school provides a 
to get along in a group their own age, to 
share with others, to like school and grad- 
ually overcome the strangeness of leaving 
home and being away from mother.” 

“How can I select a good school? Do 
you recommend any particular one?” Mrs. 
Smith asked. 

“No I don’t.” I replied. “There are many 
good ones and you will find the one best 
suited to your child by personal investiga- 
tion. Be prepared to ask questions and 
expect to answer a good many. A good 
school will be happy to answer any ques- 
tions you have and in turn they want and 
need to know about your child and your 
problems. Most nursery schools insist upon 
all incoming and continuing students being 
given physical examinations twice a year. 
The children should be inspected daily by 
the school staff for any signs of approach- 
ing illness. The school should be equipped 
with an isolation room, and a sick child 
should not be re-admitted without a doc- 
tor’s certificate. 

“Assure yourself that the building has 
been inspected and passed by the fire and 
building departments of your community 
and that the health department has okayed 
the entire staff, including kitchen and do- 
mestic help. Adequate toilet facilities for 
the number of children are essential in a 
well-run school.” 

“You've been very kind, Doctor,” Mrs. 
Smith rose to go and I hastened to inject 
this note of caution. 

“Remember,” I warned. “This does not 
solve all your problems. Teachers do not 
take the place of mothers, no matter how 
skilled they are. The teacher can only 
supplement you and offer Cynthia protec- 
tion and a happy time while she is in her 
care. But I do think you'll find the ten- 
sion between Cynthia and her brother less 
as she discovers the advantage in being a 
‘big school girl.’ ” 

“Thank you, Doctor. I think I under- 
stand and I will keep in touch with you.” 

“Goodbye, Mrs. Smith, and Good luck,” 
I answered. 

Mrs. Smith walked out, and quietly 
closed the door behind her. 


THE END 
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to one side. “You see a lot of people 
laughing and dancing and having a good 
time. but I see a lot more.” 

“Like what, for instance?” I asked. 

“Well— I see Mrs. Jones cuddled in a 
dark corner with the husband of another 
woman ...I see Judy Parks dancing 
much too close to Vic. the husband of her 
best friend . . . and I see Dave out in the 
parking lot with that Perkins girl!” 

I stared at her, trying to figure out 
whether it was her or the liquor talking. 
From the way her eyes were blazing, I 
decided she must. know what she was talk- 
ing about. 

“You're shocked, aren’t you?” she de- 
manded. Her eyes fell on the Coke bottle 
in my hand. “I keep forgetting that you’re 
just a kid.” she said, blinking her eyes. 
“But you understand. don’t you Tommy? 
My husband is with another woman, and 
I can’t even get a dance here!” 

I didn’t know what to say so I kept 
still. Suddenly her arms were around me. 
“But you'll dance with me, won’t you, 
Tommy?” 

There was nothing for me to do but 
move out on the dance floor with her and 
the way she pressed against me made me 
break out into a sweat. She leaned her 
head on my shoulder and murmured, 
“You’re not a kid, Tommy!” 


SHORT TIME later, I decided she 

was in no condition to do anything 
much except go home. She finally agreed 
to let me take her to the car. so I put an 
arm around her and helped her outside. I 
glanced around to see if anybody was 
watching. but I guess it was nothing un- 
usual at the club to see all sorts of couples 
paired off. As we approached the parking 
lot, we could see shadows of couples sitting 
inside, very close together. Suddenly, Wil- 
ma stopped. I peered into the dim night 
and saw two figures clinging together. I 
couldn’t recognize the girl, but the man 
was Dave. 

Wilma didn’t seem to be upset by the 
scene. I heard her say. “If he can do it, 
so can I!” And the next thing I knew 
she had reached up and pulled my mouth 
down to hers. The kiss she gave me was like 
fire. When she finally let me go, she didn’t 
seem to be drunk any more. “I better 
go now. Make a noise so they'll hear 
us coming, Tommy,” she said in a flat 
voice. 

I scuffled the gravel and the two figures 
sprang apart. By the time we walked up, 
Dave was lighting a cigarette for the girl, 
who looked as calm and composed as if 
nothing had happened. 

“Oh, hello, darling. Hi, Tommy,” Dave 
said smoothly. “I was just giving Joyce 
some tips on her game.” 
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“T want to go home,” Wilma said blunt. 
ly. Without waiting for an answer or say. 
ing goodbye to me, she climbed into the 
car. 

“Good night,” I said, and turned and 
walked away. My lips still burned from 
Wilma’s torrid kiss and I had walked 
halfway home before I realized that I'd 
left Ray back at the clubhouse. 

The next day was Sunday and I debated 
so long about whether to meet Dave as I'd 
promised that when I finally did make up 
my mind, I got there late. Dave was at 
the bar. 

“Over here, Tommy,” he called. I walked 
over and he put an arm around my shoul- 
der. “Do you mind if we call off our 
game, old man?” he asked. 

“Of course not,” I said. “I guess you're 
a pretty busy man.” 

“Oh, it’s not that,” he laughed. 
I over-sported myself last night. 
really got my head twisted!” 

He leaned closer to me. “Tell me, Tom- 
my—when you and Wilma came to the 
parking lot last night did you—- Well, did 
you see anything?” 

shook my head quickly. 
dark we could hardly find the car.” I lied. 

Dave slapped his knee. “Good. I was 
afraid I'd goofed.” He laughed and winked 
at me. 

I gave him a weak grin and left. I 
didn’t see Wilma all the next week, but I 
sure thought about her plenty. Even Dad 
noticed I was extra quiet. “Something 
wrong, son?” he asked me one night. I 
shook my head and smiled. “When a boy 
your age gets so quiet, it usually means 
girl trouble.” 

I just shrugged. 

“Who is she. Tommy? Do I know her?” 
Dad asked. laying aside his paper. 

“No. She’s— Just a girl,” I told him. 

“I’m not so old that I can’t remember 
how it is. son.” he said. “I’ve got only 
one thing to say—remember what your 
mother and I have tried to teach you. 
Don’t get in any trouble.” 

“There’s no trouble,” I said _irritably. 
“She can’t even see me for dust!” 

Dad smiled sympathetically. “That can 
be trouble, too. But you'll get over it.” 

But I didn’t. I spent more and more 
time thinking about Wilma, about her kiss 
and whether it meant anything to her. | 
tried to avoid Ray at school, but he finally 
caught up with me. He gave up trying 
to make conversation when he saw I wasn't 
in a talkative mood. As we walked home 
that afternoon, I asked him, “How old 
do you think she is?” 

“Who?” 

“You know.” 

“Wilma Harmon?” 


I nodded. 
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“Qh—about 35 or 40.” Ray said. 
“You’re crazy!” I shouted. “She can’t 
be that old!” 

Ray shook his head adamantly. “Look, 
man, I read the dates on those trophies of 
hers hanging in the clubhouse. If she 
were much younger than that she must 
have started playing championship tennis 
when she was a baby!” 

“T still don’t believe it.” I declared. 

Ray was silent for a moment, then said, 
“Well, I don’t care how old she is. All I 
say is, you'd better stay away from her!” 

But I didn’t even hear him. That Satur- 
day I was at the dance and this time 
Wilma and I danced a lot. She was sober, 
too. She seemed to enjoy it almost as 
much as I did, and even when Dave came 
up and asked her if she could get home 
all right because he wanted to go 
where and play poker with the boys. she 
didn’t get angry. A few moments later, I 
saw Dave signaling me and I went over. 

“Look, Tommy,” 
dential man-to-man tones, “I’ve got a little 
run to make. Do me a favor and see that 
Wilma gets home all right.” 

“But—” 

“Look, kid,” he said, 
pocket. “T can’t ask any of these wolves 
around here to do it. Here—” He handed 
me a ten dollar bill. I spent the rest of 
the evening pretending that Wilma was 
my date. When it was time 
handed me the keys to her car and told 
me to drive. “And take the long 
home,” she said softly, 
car. 

She was always saying things like that 
and I never knew whether to take her 
seriously. So I drove her home slowly, 
her head on my shoulder. enjoying every 
minute of the ride. Wilma insisted that I 
go inside with her. It was late, but the 
way she looked at me made me forget it. 


some- 


he whispered in confi- 


reaching into his 


to go. she 


way 
as we got into the 


There was a strange light in her eyes, yet 
I knew that she’d had only a couple of 
drinks all night. 

“Have a seat. she told 
me, then went She 
was gone for a long time and when she 
returned 
robe and carrying a tray. 
glued to the softly 
her robe as she mixed two drinks and 
handed me a glass. 
but I told myself not to be a square. 


I'll be right out.” 
into another room. 


she was wearing a long satin 


My eyes were 
bulging neckline of 


I started to refuse, 


§0 I HAD my first drink. It was cold 

when I sipped it, but it burned all the 
way down. A warm settled in my 
stomach and I suddenly felt all grown up. 
I lighted two cigarettes 
one. 


glow 
and handed her 


“That’s right—relax.” she said softly. 
She got up and switched off the lights. I sat 
there, wondering what to do. I didn’t have 

Apparently, Wilma had plans of her 
own. When she sat down. 
close to me that I could feel the warmth 


she was so 








of her thigh against mine. “You're a nice 
guy. Tommy,” she whispered. 

“A nice kid?” I said with a shaky laugh. 

“You're no kid. I told you that,” she 
said. 

I felt her fingers move along my neck. 
“How 

“By the way 
you—" 

Once again her soft, yielding lips 
pressed against mine and I eagerly re- 
turned her kiss. This time there 
one to interrupt. Her kisses became more 
and more demanding and I felt her strong 
fingers digging into my shoulders. The 
blood was pounding in my ears and my 
heart was racing like the motor of a hot- 
I pulled her against me so hard that 
“O. Tommy 


can you tell?” 
you 


kiss. Let 


me show 


was no 


rod. 
she gasped for breath. 
she moaned and suddenly went limp in her 
embrace. Her robe had fallen open, ex- 
posing one shapely brown leg. Thinking 

had hurt her, I tried to get to my feet. 
But the drink I’d head 


whirl crazily and Wilma reached up and 


had made my 


pulled me down to her. She moaned 
again as our lips locked together, and I 
knew that now, there was no turning 
back 


Everything 
that happened since I joined the club sud- 
struck me as sinful and terribly 

All the drinking and dancing and 
changing partners by married couples was 


I hated myself afterwards. 


denly 
wrong. 


directly opposed to what I had been taught 


all my life. And in the bright light of 
day. my “romantic” interlude with Wilma 
was ugly and sordid. I lost interest in 


tennis, even though Dave had promised to 
send me to the national tournament as a 
member of the Crestview team. I stopped 
going to the club altogether. 

Mom wondered why I'd lost my appetite 
and Dad kept asking me if I were “in 
trouble” “T’m not in any trou- 
ble.” I them. “Now, please 
leave me alone!” 

It was Ray who gave me the first hint 
that perhaps I was in trouble. “You hear 
the latest at the club?” he asked one day 
in gym. 

“What happens at the club is the least 
of my worries.” I said. 

“But wait until you pick up on this,” 
“Dave Harmon is divorcing 


with a girl. 
shouted at 


he went on. 
Wilma!” 

I hid my surprise. “So what? It was 
bound to happen sooner or later, the way 
I said casually. 
Ray 


he played around,” 
“Man, 
“He’s divorcing her.” 
“Then, that means—” 
“That means he’s got the goods on her!” 
I didn’t know what to make of it. Dave 
had given Wilma plenty of grounds for 


uncork your ears,” said. 


divorce. She should be the one going to 
court, unless— 
There was a man waiting to see me 


He harded 
and what he said 


when I got home that day. 


me a legal document, 


was the biggest shock of my life. I was 
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knife wound in 
the heart 





Unoer THE blazing blue sledge hammer of 
a Chicago heat wave, the cramped, makeshift 
operating room shimmered like an oven, 
reeking of ether and carbolic. Six sweat- 
drenched, frock-coated doctors huddled in 
fascination, watching deft hands reach into 
a human chest and expertly stitch up a 
wound in the redness of a pulsing heart. 

Would he live? The surgeon mopped his 
brow and hoped. The year was 1893; the 
operation, fantastic. 

Live? Yes, he would live for many more 
years, thanks to the skill and courage of Dr. 
Daniel Hale Williams. 

Abandoned as a child, Williams, a Negro, 
had struggled hard for his medical educa- 
tion. Now only 37, he had already founded 
America’s first interracial hospital, 
Provident. And here he had just performed 
the first of the pioneering operations that 
would mark him as one of our country’s 
great surgeons. 

Sensitive and brave, Daniel Hale Williams 
was blessed with an abundance of the same 
urge to help his fellow man that binds and 
strengthens Americans today. 

And it is these strong, unified Americans 
who are our country’s real wealth—the real 
backing behind our nation’s Savings Bonds. 
In fact, they’re the true reason why U. S. 
Savings Bonds are considered one of the 
world’s finest, safest investments. 

For your own security—and for America’s 
—why not invest in Savings Bonds regu- 
larly? And hold on to them! 


Safe as America - US. Savings Bonds 


The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertisement. It is donated by this publication in cooperation with the 
Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers of America. 











rift 
en, 
-al- 


nto 
p a 


his 
the 


ore 


Dr. 


ro, 
ca- 
led 
al, 
ied 
hat 
y's 


ims 
me 


ind 


ans 
eal 


ds. 


the 


Ou- 
=] 


-, 








named as co-respondent in the David Har- 
mon vs Wilma Harmon divorce suit! Mom 
cried and Dad practically blew his top, but 
there 1t was in black and white. Not only 
had I wrecked my tennis career, but I had 
brought shame to my _ hard-working. 
church-going parents. Once word of this 
they’d never be able to hold up 
Mom stopped going to 


got out, 
their heads again. 
church and my father put the house up 
for sale. He decided another part of the 
city would be better for us. 

And all 1 could do was silently curse 
myself for being such a weak fool. All the 
misery and unhappiness and worry I had 
caused was too high a price to pay for a 
fleeting moment of stolen love. For two 
long. dreary weeks [ lived in the shadow 
of public exposure. Then suddenly it was 
all over. Apparently Wilma had decided 
to let Dave have his divorce uncontested. 
When | learned that I wouldn’t have to 
go to court and tell the whole shameful 
story, I went down on my knees and 
prayed 

It was rumored that during an argument 
with Dave, Wilma had blurted out what 
had happened between her and me that 
night. She’d wanted to hurt him as he 
had hurt her. She hurt him, all right—and 
almost ruined my life. 

I spend more time at church now, and 
as far as Mom is concerned that almost 
makes up for the terrible sin I committed 
One thing | know—every time the preach- 
er intones, “Thou shalt not commit adult- 
ery ..” I say a little prayer of forgive- 
ness. 


THE END 
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most likely be able to study anywhere. 
However if you are like most people you'll 
require an atmosphere of peace and quiet. 
Knowing your family’s “quiet hours.” 
Junior is off to sleep. television is off and 
you've reluctantly 


when 


shut-up your favorite 
dise jockey. narrows the competition. Then 
is the time to tackle those geometry prob- 
lems and English themes. 

Interrupt your study sessions with five 
minate breaks. but keep in mind one hour 
of study is worth more than four hours 
of hit-or-miss reading. When it’s 
to goof, then goof, but if you want those 
A’s on the next report 
to work for them. 

Many more resolutions are made by 
teen-agers and whether you keep them 
or not depends upon your determination 
and will. With a bit of self control, the 
ability to modify and adapt spur-of-the- 
moment resolutions can be molded into 
sound habits that will pay off big dividends 
in future years. 


time 


card you'll have 


So resolve all you want, but remember 
to put your promises into actions. 








SIMPLE 
RINGWORM 


“Itching on my hands and arms caused 
by simple ringworm made me miser- 
able. I tried many lotions and oint- 
ments before I read an ad for Black 
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it. It quickly relieved the itching, 
burning sting. I’m so grateful I want 
to tell others about Black and White 


Ointment.”’ 


Monica Betancourt 
Washington, 


D.C. 
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large economy sizes. Cleanse skin daily 
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cried. “Now, after all!” 

“After all, my foot!” she shot back as 
she closed the oven door. “Your old man 
has got to eat, hasn’t he? Any good grub 
always puts a man in a good humor, you 
know.” 

“And what about your old man?” 

Pearl glanced at the kitchen clock. 
“That no-good rascal don’t get home until 
six. It’s five now and I’m going to take 
off in a minute. And by six, doll, that 
man’ll set down to breaded pork chops, 
mashed spuds, hot corn bread, a green 
salad and apple pie!” 

“Pearl,” I said, “you’re either the fastest 
cook in the world—or the biggest liar!” 

“Well,” Pearl chuckled, “I'll admit I 
baked the pie this morning. But the rest 
is a breeze. Like with the potatoes. If you 
quarter “em and use a pressure cooker, 
why it don’t take °em no time. And as 
for the corn bread—” 

“Never mind,” I exclaimed, waving her 
down. “I can’t cook and I don’t want to 
learn how.” 

Pearl wiped her hands on a towel, say- 
ing. “Well don’t worry, you never will if 
you don’t want to. But remember what the 
old folks say—the way to a man’s heart is 
through his stomach—and that’s the gospel 
truth!” 

“Well,” I replied tartly, “it seems to me 
a wife ought to have a few more important 
attractions than the ability to cook!” 

Whooping with laughter, Pearl headed 
into the living room. “Girl, who said they 
don’t? But a man can’t go around brag- 
ging about them, now can he?” And as 
I started toward her, she called, “You stay 
right in there Miss Lady, and watch them 
biscuits! I can find my way out!” 

[ stared after her as she got her hand- 
bag. and with a gay wave, hurried out. I 
thought fondly that in her way, Pearl was 
a wonderful girl and that her husband was 
a lucky man and knew it. The next in- 
stant I wondered if my husband felt the 
same about me. And I knew the answer 
was in the negative. Then I had to admit 
that wasn’t entirely true. Because at cer- 
tain times . . . certain intimate moments, 
I knew the answer was emphatically the 
opposite! 

As usual, Bob got home exactly at five- 
thirty. Unlike me, he was always punctual. 
I dismissed that thought and concentrated 
on setting the dining room table, also shut- 
ting off a flare of resentment that, unlike 
many husbands, he would not eat in the 
kitchen, even occasionally, even though 
that would save me a lot of trotting back 
and forth. 

“Hello, darling,” he called from the hall 
where, as I knew so well, he had paused 
to place his hat and lawyer’s brief case 
on the little table by the front door. 
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“Hi, Bob.” I replied, making my voice 
cheerful. “Have a good day?” 

“Fine, fine,” he replied as he strode 
toward me, a good looking. conservatively 
dressed man of medium height. He looked 
very much like his father, who had been a 
municipal justice in the twilight of a very 
successful career, and everyone who knew 
Bob predicted he was following in his 
father’s steps. It seemed to me that Bob 
was a trifle too much aware of that predic- 
tion, that he overdid his role as a young 
man headed toward success. 

I forgot such thoughts as he reached 
me and took me into his arms and kissed 
me as a man who is very much in love, 
warmly, tenderly, lingeringly. I pressed 
against him, my arms slipping around him, 
pulling us even closer. Then abruptly Bob 
lifted his face from mine and began sniff- 
ing. 

“Ts something burning?” he asked, an 
accusing note in his calm, deep voice. 

“The biscuits!” I shrieked. “Oh, good- 
ness! I completely forgot them!” 

Well. I sure had! I dashed into the 
kitchen and opened the oven door and then 
backed off. coughing from the cloud of 
black smoke which poured out. Then I 
knelt and peeked inside. What ought to 
have been the golden brown, luscious bis- 
cuits such as only Pearl could make, had 
become ugly hunks of burned blackness! 
I knew it was my fault, knew that there 
was no excuse for it which Bob would 
understand. It was just too much to bear. 
I sat right down on the floor and boo- 
hooed. while Bob stood in the dining room 
doorway and regarded me with an infuri- 
atingly martyred look. 

“Mightn’t be more to the point to turn 
off the oven—now?” he suggested in the 
tone a patient adult might use to an idiot 
child. 

Something seemed to explode inside 
me. I sprang up and glared at him, yell- 
ing, “Then why don’t you turn it off?” 
Sobbing loudly, I stumbled out of the 
kitchen and groped my way upstairs to 
our room, where I flung myself across the 
unmade bed. 

I wept for a long, long time, hoping 
that for once Bob might break down and 
come and tell me it was all right and 
comfort me. But in my heart, I knew he 
wouldn’t. Because, I thought bitterly, he 
was like a mechanical man, operating sole- 
ly according to the logic machine in his 
lawyer’s mind. And that logic machine, as 
I well knew, having been crushed by it so 
many times, said that my dislike of do- 
mestic responsibilities was completely 
wrong. And what was wrong—what ran 
counter to his laws of the husband-wife 
relationship . . . he would not condone, 
would not forgive. 






Then memories flooded over me of how 
very different he could be when he wasn’t 
sitting in judgment on my failings as a 
housewife—when he clasped me in his 
strong embrace. All too vivid scenes of 
that kind flashed through my mind, mak- 
ing my heart flutter wildly, infiltrating me 
with an anguish of longing and desire. 
In that moment when my flesh cried out 
for him, my one comfort was that as his 
lover—his woman—I had not failed him, 
nor he. me. And for the hundredth time 
I wondered why that vital joy we shared 
seemed to have so much less importance 
to him than my half-hearted efforts at 
house-keeping which, at least to me, 
seemed by comparison to be absolutely un- 
important. 

But I knew that such things were im- 
portant to him. His mother, a gentle, sweet 
woman of the old school, had waited on 
Bob’s dad hand and foot, as the saying 
goes. And after her husband died, she 
had done the same for Bob. Which was 
why. I knew, Bob had such rigid ideas 
about a wife’s role in married life. And I 
doubted that those ideas would ever 
change. 

I sighed and sat up on the rumpled 
bed and only then did I notice how dark 
it had become, which meant that more 
time had passed than I realized. I got 
up and tip-toed into the hall and peeked 
downstairs and felt a sense of shock when 
total darkness met my eyes. Because that 
meant that Bob had left the house without 
a word to me! 


T IKE SOMEONE in a dream—a bad 
4 dream—I went back to our room, 
snapped on the dressing table lights, know- 
ing that so far as I was concerned, this 
was it! With a curious sense of detach- 
ment, I started methodically to pack my 
clothes. Maybe the hope stirred that Bob 
would return and seeing what I was doing, 
would beg me to stay. If so, I wouldn't 
acknowledge that hope. An _ hour later 
everything I’d owned when I married Bob 
was stowed into my wardrobe trunk and 
my twin pieces of airplane luggage. Then 
I called a taxi and while waiting for it, I 
completed my dressing. Only then did it 
occur to me that I had no idea where I 
was going. All I’d thought of was to get 
out of a house I hated. 

Where could I go, I asked myself. To 
Pearl’s? Yes—she would welcome me. 
But that wasn’t to my liking. Hastily I 
dialed the number of the small apartment 
house where I’d lived for three years 





previous to my marriage. When the owt 
er-manager, Mrs. Whitney, answered, I 
said, “This is Nan. Would you happen 
to have an apartment vacant, Mrs. Whit- 
ney?” 

There was a vibrant silence for 2 few 
seconds then she replied, “Nan, darling! 
Of course I have an apartment for you— 
if you want it. If I hadn’t, ’'d put some 
body in the street to make room for you 
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—as if you didn’t know that already.” 

Naturally that made me break down 
and cry. During that brief weepy inter- 
lude, Mrs. Whitney didn’t say a word. Aft- 
er I regained control of myself, I said, 
“’m—I’m sorry to act such a fool but—” 

“Baby, you don’t need to explain any- 
thing. Just come right on here, under- 
stand? And guess what? Your old apart- 
ment is vacant!” 

“Wonderful.” I exclaimed. “I'll be right 
on as soon as my taxi comes.” 

I went down to the front door and while 
I waited I lit a cigarette, standing there 
in the darkness smoking and _ thinking 
bleakly that this was the end of a marriage 
which had lasted only three months. It 
was not a happy thought. 

Mrs. Whitney helped me unpack—after 
I'd had another crying spell when I saw 
the familiar furnishings of the little bach- 
elor-girl apartment I’d lived in so long. 
Then she said, “You know, Nan. I won- 
dered if you and Bob were going to make 
it. He’s a nice boy—I’ve known him all 
his life. But he’s just as stuffy as his 
father was. And it just didn’t seem to me 
that a smart gal like you would fit into 
the kind of pattern life with him would 
call for. And yet you certainly seemed 
crazy about him.” 

I smiled wanly and said, 
still am. But—but—” 

“I know. baby. I know. Are you going 
back to the paper?” 

“I'd like to—if Mr. Luffbury can find a 
place for me.” 

Mrs. Whitney laughed. “John and I 
are old friends. Nan. Did you know that? 
Why I’m one of the original stockholders 
in the World-Graphic Publishing Company 
—something else I'll bet you didn’t know. 
Well. I was talking to John only yesterday 


“IT was—and 


—mostly about you. And know some- 
thing? All you’ve got to do is go see him 


and your old job is yours again!” 

That sure was my night to shed tears, 
for when she told me that I turned on the 
water works yet again. But she was so 
right. I did get my job back—the next 
morning. Mr. Luffbury. a gruff. 
stern looking man. melted like butter when 


rather 


he saw me. In fact. he put his arms around 
me and hugged me. 

“Nan.” he rumbled. “don’t take this as 
a sign that I’m fond of you just because 
you're a very pretty girl. No siree! When 
I look at you. I don’t see a pretty girl. 
I see a first-class newspaper woman—one 
that I’ve missed like the devil. as no doubt 
the women’s section of the paper these 
days ought to tell you! So—” 

When I left his office and started up 
to the editorial department I forgot my 
heartache as the old. familiar excitement 
tingled through me. 
Vibration of the presses that the stairs 
quivered with, and the muffled thunder 
they made. And the hot, 
smell from the stereotype matrices was 
Sweeter in my nostrils than Chanel Num- 


Because of the faint 


burned paper 








ber Five could ever be! And I knew 
that I was back where I belonged—knew 
that I was—home! 

Probably it is difficult for those who 
have never been in newspaper work to ap- 
preciate how it gets into one’s blood and 
tissue, like a fever—and how its unending 
challenges demand and get the very best 
you’ve got—and more. I was glad to be 
again caught up in the sweep of work 
I loved—and could do well. 

Everyone was wonderful to me and even 
Kay Cameron. my one-time assistant who 
had been holding my job, seemed very 
glad that I was back. 

“Nanette,” she exclaimed as she cleared 
my desk of her personal things, “am I 
ever relieved to have you take over! This 
thing about made me flip! I used to envy 
you—used to imagine what / would do 
if I had your job. Well, I found out. I 
nearly lost my mind!” 

A couple of days after my return. Len 
Hayes. the managing editor stopped in 
my office for a chat. 

“How’s it going. Nan?” 
still got that swing?” 

“T think so.” I laughed. “In fact. I know 
so. It’s as if I’d never been away, Len.” 

“Well. I’m sure glad of that. Your girl 
Kay—well I’m darned glad I won’t have 
to make up Kay’s pages any more.” He 
“This isn’t just 


he asked. “You 


paused and asked casually. 
a temporary return is it?” 

“Nope.” 

“Good.” He started out of the office 
then stopped in the door. “What do you 
hear from India. these days?” 

“Not a word. Len. Nor do I expect to.” 

You know Nan, you really tipped the 
joint when you married Bob Morris.” 

“T did? Why?” 

“You know darned well why. kid. We 
all figured that our romantic foreign cor- 
respondent had the best go.” 

“Chick and I were just good friends, 
that’s all.” 

“How about you and Bob? Are you 
two still just—good friends?” 

“No comment.” 

Len laughed. “So I figured. I also fig- 
ure our boy Chick will all of a sudden 
get real tired of India. Want to bet?” 

I shook my head. “I never bet.” 

“So you just aren’t talking. are you?” 
Len chuckled. “Okay, play it cool. And 
I'll be seeing you.” 

After he had gone, 
remembering the first time I’d ever seen 
Chick Jackson—and how thrilled I was. 
I'd just gotten a job at the World-Graphic 
—a very small one—rewriting home town 


I sat for a moment 


news for our out-of-town editions. The 
girls in the office had been gabbling about 
him with great excitement all morning, for 
he’d just returned from Korea where his 
front line stories had won him national 
attention. And I remembered the sudden 
hush that had fallen when a tall, lean, 
black, military 


hard-faced figure in 


style trench coat and black snap brim 
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hat had stepped into the room. I was 
awed by his grim look, until he smiled, 
the hard lines of his face dissolving and 
civing him a warm charm, with a glint of 
mockery in his deep-set eyes. Then the 
girls who knew him jumped up and 
swarmed around him as if he were a mo- 
vie star. But I stayed at my desk, too 
bashful to do more than peek at the noted 
reporter. 

Later, he took notice of me. By then 
I was doing social news and writing a col- 
umn. He stopped by my desk one day 
and complimented me on my column—said 
it was fresh, discerning and a lot more 
nice things that about threw me into a 
first-class tizzy, especially when he asked 
if I'd have lunch with him that day. 

So—we became friends. Perhaps more 
than friends. But I soon discovered that 
he was a very wary character—he didn’t 
want to get entangled—his own words, in- 
cidentally. I was half in love with him 
by then. But I cooled off when he stated 
his position so baldly. Because I got his 
meaning all right: If I wanted to play 
around with him, fine. But I mustn’t have 
any romantic notions—like marriage. 

Then I met Bob. He was a lot better 
looking than Chick, and almost as charm- 
ing, but in a different way. He took me 
i1round a lot, sent me candy and flowers 
and did all sorts of nice things. But I 
still hadn’t taken him seriously until one 
night he kissed me—not just the little 
pecks we had exchanged previously. but 
a kiss that stirred me as I'd never been 
stirred before—not even by Chick’s ex- 
citing caresses. And suddenly, I was in 
love—really in love. And when Bob asked 
me to marry him, heaven had no greater 
happiness! I envisioned a life we would 
share in probably an overly romantic light. 
But I certainly didn’t expect to have to 
become what Bob obviously expected— 
after we were married. Meaning a home- 
body, a housemaid, a cook, dishwasher and 
all the dozens of other things that some 
men want their wives to be. 

But that was now cold rice. I had con- 
fidently believed that after I left home, 
Bob wouldn’t be very long in contacting 
me. But a week passed, another, then a 
month—and not a word from him. 

That hurt—hurt bad. But I let no one 
know the heartbreak I felt. I concentrated 
on my work as never before, so much so 
that I lost weight, had little appetite, and 
even when I’d worked all day and half the 
night, I couldn’t sleep well. 


[7 WAS one night when I’d worked un- 

til almost midnight that the door to my 
office opened and in walked Chick! I 
jumped up and ran to him and he grabbed 
me in his arms and hugged and kissed 
me until I was completely breathless. 

“Hey, unlock!” I gasped, pushing free. 
“Is this a surprise!” 

“A pleasant one?” Chick asked, his eyes 
whipping over me hungrily. 


wh 8 
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“Why, of course!” I exclaimed. 

“Nan, I was a big fool once upon a 
time,” he said in that deep. rasping voice 
of his. “This time, I know better.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked, genuine- 
ly bewildered. 

His strange dark eyes burned at me as 
he said, “You’re kidding, Nan. You know 
what I mean. If not. V’Il make it short 
and, I hope, sweet. I’m in love with you. 
I want to marry you.” 

I stared at him, not knowing what to 
think, how to feel. Then he swept me into 
his arms again, but when he tried to kiss 
me. I averted my face. And over Chick’s 
shoulder I saw Bob standing in the door, a 
look of terrible pain on his face. 

“Chick!” I cried. “Chick—let me go! 
Let me go!” 

He did—eventually. And like a crazy 
thing, I darted into the deserted outer 
office, down the stairs, and out into the 
street. But there wasn’t a sign of Bob’s 
Buick—or of him. I was standing on the 
sidewalk crying disconsolately when Chick 
appeared. 

“What in the world’s wrong, kiddie?” 
he asked. “Why the vanishing act?” 

“While you were—were mauling me,” I 
explained tearfully. “I saw Bob looking at 
us from the door!” 

“So what?” Chick demanded. “I un- 
derstand you two are all washed up.” 

“We are now, that’s for sure!” I said 
stormily. “He hadn’t been near me since 
—since I left him. Until tonight. And 
now. he’ll never come near me again!” 

“This matters to you? You're still in 
love with him, Nan?” 

“Yes—of course Iam! I’m sorry, Chick. 
But that’s how it is!” 

Chick laughed ruefully. “Well, I’m sor- 
ry too—for us both, baby. I came back 
quite a piece to find it out, too. But 
never mind that. Run up and get your 
coat and Ill go with you and explain to 
Bob. okay?” 

“No.” I said. “No. Ill find him myself. 
But. thanks.” 

“Yeah,” Chick shrugged. “Thanks for 
putting you on the spot. Well, good luck, 
Nanette. And I’ll be around—in case you 
change your mind, now or later. Okay?” 

“Okay,” I sighed. 

After I got my handbag and coat, I came 
back down and got a taxi and gave the 
address of our house. But when the cab 
stopped in front of it, my heart sank, for 
on the lawn there was a For Sale sign! 
I stared at the dark, empty-looking house, 
feeling a sadness like dying. 

“Is this where you wanted to go, lady?” 
the driver asked. 

“I—I guess not,” I said heavily. I gave 
him my apartment house number and 
slumped in the seat, all of the accumulated 
tiredness of the past weeks seeming to 
crush down on me with a terrible weight. 
When we reached my building, I paid the 
driver and climbed out of the cab and 
dragged into my apartment. But when I 


opened the door I stopped and started 
to back out, because the lights were on 
and someone was inside! Then I saw who 
it was—Bob! 

He had just risen from a chair and we 
stood staring at each other for what 
seemed centuries. Then he said in a voice 
so humble I hardly recognized it, “Nan— 
please come in and let me talk to you a 
moment, won’t you—dear?” 

I entered and closed the door and stood 
with my back against it, not knowing what 
to expect. “What’s there to talk about?” 
I asked wearily. 

“Us.” Bob said. “I was down to the 
World-Graphic building a short time ago 
and—” 

“I know,” I said in a dead voice. “I—I 
saw you.” 

Bob kept swallowing like he was having 
trouble with his voice. Finally he asked, “I 
suppose you are going to—going to divorce 
me?” He hesitated, then added, “I mean, 
now that Chick Jackson is back?” 

“What has he to do with it?” I asked, 
trying to get my tangled thoughts straight- 
ened out, trying to overcome the faintness 
I felt. 

“Well, I thought—I mean, from what I 
saw tonight—” 

“Don’t tell me that bothered you.” 

“Why shouldn’t it? After all, Nan, you’re 
still my wife and—” 

“Oh! Now you're going to spring the law 
on me, huh? Your law, like you always do? 
You're going to—” 

“Nan, Nan! Please! I—” 

“Incidentally—how did you get into my 
apartment?” 

“Why—why Mrs. Whitney let me in.” 

“Bob, she wouldn’t! I don’t believe 
you!” 

“It’s true. dear. Believe me it is.” 

“After all this time, I have to hear from 
you like—like this!” I felt my self control 
slipping, heard words coming out of my 
mouth which I had not planned to utter. 
“After all this time—you had to choose to- 
night to talk about a divorce! Why do you 
have to be so cruel? Haven’t you done 
enough to me already? You tried to de- 
stroy me, that’s what you did! You had no 
respect for me as another human being! 
All you wanted was someone to replace 
your precious mother—someone to wait on 
you hand and foot like she did! Well I'm 
not that kind! I’m somebody in my own 
right! I have a profession just as you do! 
And I’ve the right to work at it, just as 
you have!” I took a step toward him and 
the dizziness I’'d been feeling made me 
stagger. I felt everything turning black— 
felt a sensation of falling into a terrible 
black void, and then—nothing. 

When I regained consciousness I gazed 
around me bewilderedly, trying to fit all 
the whiteness that surrounded me _ into 
something recognizable. Then I knew—I 
was in a hospital room. Even as that fact 
registered, my eyes focused on the nurse, 
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standing by my bed and smiling down 
at me. 

“Well,” she said, “you had quite a time 
of it. Mrs. Morris.” 

I tried to sit up, but there was no 
strength in me. “Why am I here?” I asked 
weakly. 

“Oh, you had a sort of breakdown. But 
you're going to be all right now in a few 
days.” 

“How long have I been here?” 

“Not so very long. Let’s not talk about 
that now, okay?” She brushed a strand of 
hair from my forehead and asked. “Would 
you like to see your husband now?” 

“Is—is Bob here?” 

“Yes, he is. He’s practically lived here 
ever since you were brought in. Shall I 
call him?” 

“Yes,” I whispered. “Please do.” 

The nurse went out and almost imme- 
diately Bob tip-toed in. an anxious look on 
his face. which seemed to me a lot thinner 
than I’d ever seen it. 

“Bob.” I said. “Oh. Bob!” 

He knelt beside the bed and took my 
hands and kissed them. and I felt the wet- 
ness of his tears and I whispered, “Bob, 
please—why are you crying?” 

He shook his head. still pressing my 
hands to his face and then I felt the tremor 
that ran through him. saw his shoulders 
shaking. and realized that he could not 
speak, not while he was fighting down his 
sobs. as he was trying so hard to do. 

“What’s the matter, darling?” I begged. 
“Please—don’t—” 

“T almost killed you.” _ groaned muf- 
fledly. “I was so stupid, Nan. I was so 
blind—” 

I freed one of my hands and touched his 
cheek, then said, “It’s all right—and I’m 
all right. But I don’t even know why I’m 
here.” 


OB RAISED his tear-wetted face. biting 

his lips to hold back the sobs that still 
struggled to escape. Then in a half-choked 
voice he said, “You had a severe emotional 
and physical crackup. darling. It’s a won- 
der you’re alive. The doctors said you had 
practically no reserves of strength—that 
you'd been extending yourself to the ex- 
treme limits of human endurance. And 
and they didn’t think you were going to— 
to make it.” 

“But I am, aren’t 1?” I asked, looking 
deep into his tortured eyes. 

“Yes, yes, thank God! You've been here. 
your life hanging on a thread. for three 
weeks—and I’ve prayed night and day 

I felt tears stealing down my own face. 
“Bob—I didn’t even know you were re- 
ligious—” 

“I didn’t either—not until I thought I 
Was going to lose you.” 

“Darling—you do care, don’t you?” I 
murmured, feeling a drowsiness closing in 
on me. 

“Of course I care- 


Nan— 


-I always have, 
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every minute since the first time I saw 
you!” 

“But after I left, you didn’t try to see 
me, Bob. In all that time—not once.” 

“T know. I listened to bad advice.” He 
managed the ghost of a rueful smile. “Your 
cousin Pearl jumped all over me. And so 
did Mrs. Whitney. And they both said to 
leave you alone until you got back to your. 
self—whatever they meant by that. And,” 
he added wryly, “Chick Jackson jumped 
all over me. too—almost literally. He told 
me I was the biggest fool in the world— 
and I agreed with him.” 

“Then why did you come down to the 
office that night?” 

“J heard that Jackson was back. And— 
and I didn’t dare wait any longer. You 
see. Nan, I acted as I did—I mean, about 
making you quit your job and trying to 
turn you into a housewife—all that. Well, 
the reason wasn’t entirely what you 
thought.” He tucked his head like a little 
boy confessing stealing jam and said. “I~ 
I just wanted to get you away from—from 
all those fellows. especially Chick. Because 
—well. I was just plain jealous of you. I 
wanted you all to myself. Do you suppose 
you can ever forgive me?” 

“Oh. Bob.” I cried, “of course I can— 
and do. And I'll be all you want me to be 
when I get well again.” 

Bob shook his head. “Not if you mean 
giving up your career and trying to be a 
housewife—because that’s out from here 
I know now that I was silly 
and of 


on. sweetheart. 
to be jealous of you—of other men 
your job. Because I realize you must have 
loved me an awful lot to have even tried to 
be what I tried to make you into. No, Nan, 
I guess I’ve grown up a bit. Because what 
will make you happy, will make me happy, 
too. Okay?” 

I smiled at him, feeling my eyelids grow 
heavy and trying to get the words out 
before I fell asleep again. “Okay—with 
one editorial correction darling. You said I 
must have loved you an awful lot. Change 
that to read, I love you an awful lot. 
Okay?” 

Just before I drifted off to sleep, I heard 
Bob say gently, “Yes, darling—okay—okay 


forever and a day! THE END 
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New SCIENTIFIC Formula 
removes unwanted hair im- 
mediately from lips, chin, face, 
arms, and legs. Yes, now you 
can actually remove hair 
ABOVE and BELOW skin 
surface. Not a painful wax. 
EDEN Hair Remover is odor- 
less, and leaves the skin silky- 
smocth and lovely to touch. & 
We GUARANTEE that we will refund 

money if after the third application HAIR 
GROWS BACK. $2.00 ° Triple size $4.00 
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I’m A Bachelor And Don’t 


(Continued from Page 27) 


helpmate, not a partner or boss. With the 
assistance of the late Mrs. Rose Marks, 
who discovered me ten years ago and pi- 
loted my act to the top before she passed 
away last June, I was able to lift the 
Dominoes from a $150 a week attraction 
in 1950 to a $5,000 bracket. And when 
she was about to die, she called me to 
her bedside and taught me the ABC’s of 
successful management. She’s still the boss 
as far as I’m concerned. 

But come, girl of my dreams! 


I need no other. 
My heart 
yearns and hungers for you! 

I think I can make you happy. 
an educated sober man. who doesn’t drink 
or smoke. who fears God. and who knows 
what devotion means. 
too. In the past I’ve been a journalist, ath- 
lete, army officer and commercial artist. I 
studied classical music and was a vocal 
coach at Carnegie Hall before forming the 
Dominoes from fellows who were my stu- 
dents. 

They rose from the rhythm and blues 
honky tonks to the best that the field has 
to offer on the strength of my composi- 
tions like Sixty-Minute Man, Have Mercy, 
Baby, The Bells, and others. Now the 
Dominoes are a solid “pop” attraction. and 
I own my own music publishing company. 

I keep abreast of politics and current 
events. and like to engage in cultural and 
civic activities. Financially. I am well set. 
I love to travel and 
children. 

But before you come, take inventory of 
yourself. I don’t intend to compromise 
with my ideal, even if I never get married. 
I don’t want a bar-stool pigeon. a show-off, 
a phony, or someone just looking for a 
meal ticket. A lazy-bones or a marry-and- 
divorce-for-alimony gal can forget it. also. 
These types I could have had a thousand 
times over. 


IT am 


I've been around, 


want a home and 


Come with your Bible in your hand. God 
in your heart, and your sleeves rolled up 
ready to go to work! There'll be no loafing 
in the house that Billy Ward built. 

Immediately, I'll introduce you to Milton 
Merle, Jackie Wilson, Milton Grayson and 
Cliff Givens—four of the greatest guys in 
the world. They are the Dominoes. whom 
even hardboiled Walter Winchell described 
as “the greatest pick-me-up since the steam 
shovel.” The fellows will love you, and 
you'll love them. 

Then you'll meet my two accountants, 
my lawyer. my publicity and record pro- 
motion men. my recording chief at Decca, 
my music publishing staff. my booking 
agents and all the promoters and owners 
of the clubs we play. They are my friends 
as well as business associates. 

After that. I'll introduce you to a hun- 
dred-odd records and books that must be 
accurately kept. payrolls that must be made 
up. bills that must be paid promptly. bank 
balances that maintained. and 
dozens of other items connected with the 


must be 


business. 

When you’ve digested all this and know 
it thoroughly. I will drop the entire ex- 
ecutive part of the organization into your 
I will serve only in an ad- 
Then I will be free to 


lovely lap. 
visory capacity. 
concentrate on writing my music and mak- 
ing the Dominoes a greater act than it is 
even now, 

And, by the way. if all this doesn’t keep 
you busy enough—or even if it does— 
there are always the countless household 
duties that accompany marriage, even on 
the road. 

As I said before: I am a bachelor. And 
I don’t like it. 

But I see no rush of feminine loveliness 
in my direction. What can I do? 


THE END 
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Starlight 
HOSTESS SET 


A Christmas Gift of Elegance and fy 
Versatility! A superb, star-flecked 
hostess set in jewel-like, durable 4 
crystal styrene. Includes 14 pieces, 
6 major serving dishes: suger, & 
creamer, twin relish server, covered 
butter dish, unique bread tray, 3- 4 
section tidbit tray, 2 coasters, 
2 spoons. A gift supreme. Gift 7 
boxed. Order today! 4 


@ Money-back 
guarantee. 


@ Allow 10 days. 
for delivery. 


.00 
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Send check, cash, or money order to 
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NEWARK, NEW JERSEY 
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Miles And Miles 


(Continued from Page 36) 


more, and not knowing the lyrics. If you 
listen to a guy like Bird, he’ll confuse you.” 

Miles went on to lead the Capitol re- 
cording session, which featured Gerry 
Mulligan, John Lewis and J. J. Johnson 
among others. Later, he was engulfed in 
a whirlpool of personal troubles that stunt- 
ed his growth. Smashing through again 
in the early fifties, he set out on the Great 
Comeback, which fulfilled the prophecies 
of a long list of critics. Looking back, 
Miles expresses dissatisfaction with most 
of his recorded works. Among those he 
lists with pride are Prestige LP 182, which 
includes the fabulous Walkin’, and the set 
with J. J. Johnson that included Kelo and 
Tempus Fugit (Blue Note LY5022). 

A keen student of the current musical 
scene, Miles is equally demanding when it 
comes to judging the works of his con- 
temporaries. Of Brubeck, he says: “Do I 
think he swings? He doesn’t know how 
. . . Frankly. [’d rather hear Lennie {Tris- 
tano). Or for that matter, I’d rather hear 
Dizzy play the piano than Brubeck because 
Dizzy knows how to touch the piano 
and he doesn’t play too much. A lot of 
guys are so conscious of the fact that the 
piano has 88 keys that they try to do 
too much...” 

He has nothing but praise for Duke 
Ellington (“Duke has done more for jazz 
than anyone I could name... I think 
all the musicians should get together one 
certain day and get down on their knees 
and thank Duke”), Louis Armstrong, the 
Modern Jazz Quartet and Dizzy Gillespie. 
\mong the young trumpet players. he likes 
Thad Jones. Kenny Dorham and was a 
fan of the late Clifford Brown. 

Miles’ new combo has an artful sim- 
plicity that hits the listener full force. 
Solo follows solo and there is no contrived 
complexity to clutter up the moods. The 
attentive listener, however. will perceive 
the careful planning behind this spon- 
taneity. 

Miles is front and center on most num- 
bers in the book. Also shown to good ad- 
vantage are pianist Garland and Cham- 
bers, the brilliant young bassist. 

Long a personal model of the perfect 
cool schooler, Miles lives quietly in a New 
York apartment with his charming wife, 
Susan. His hobby is boxing and among 
the furnishings of the apartment are a 
boxing bag and boxing paraphernalia. 

Miles, according to his wife, has grown 
as a man as well as a musician. For a 
long time, she said, he was withdrawn, 
aloof and avoided contact with people. Now 
he has evolved into a warm, personable 
artist who likes to have people about. “He 
just loves people,” she says, adding: “He’s 
the warmest person I know.” The warm- 
ness and spontaneity are evident in the 
playing of the New Miles. 

THE END 
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